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SEPTEMBER 1979 THE AUSTRAUAN ROCK MONTHLY
Hi! We’re The Knack! 
We’ve only been in 
Australia five minutes 
and we’ve got a gold
record each!
Howdy!
We’re The B-52’s! 
We ain’t got any 
gold records yet 
but we sure pack 
a mean hairdo!
G’day! I ’m Steve Cummings! 
Me and The Sports have just 
signed to Arista in the States 
so we’re gonna get to meet 
Lou Reed!
TERMINAL TWIST KEVIN COYNE
THE SCIENTISTS THE CARS WHIRLYWIRLD
u N N R
1 exercitation uiiamcorper suscipii laooris n 
Item vel eum irure dolor in reprehenderit 
3u fugiat nulla pariatur. At vero eos et accui 
It luptatum delenit aigue duos dolor et mo 
,nt, simil tempor sunt in culpa qui officia d 
t harumd dereud facilis est er expedit dis 
1 optio congue nihil impedit doming id quod 
mda est, omnis dolor repellend. Temporibui
ipsum dolor si amet, consectetur adipiscin 
|it ut labore et dolore magna aliquam erat 
i  exercitation uiiamcorper suscipit laboris n 
jtem vel eum irure dolor in reprehenderit 
eu fugiat nulla pariatur. At vero eos e.t accu: 
pt luptatum delenit aigue duos dolpr et mo 
nt, simil tempor sunt in culpa qui officia d 
it harumd dereud facilis est er expedit dis 
i oprio congue nihil impedit doming id quod 
nda est, omnis dolor repellend. TemporibUi
Hi! I'm Festering Mick Malicious and I 
haven't got any gold albums either and I've 
been doing this job for 18 months now. What? 
Roadrunner doesn't sell a million copies 
every month? Well, what can I say? All you 
people out there obviously aren't telling 
enough of your friends about me. Or maybe, 
horror of horrors, you are giving them your 
copy of the paper to read. Don't you know 
that's BOOTLEGGING?!?!
Mental As Anything haven't got any gold 
records either (yet), but their first album, 
tentatively titled Get Wet, will be released 
here by Regular Records in the first week of 
October, and by Virgin Records in the U.K. 
at the same time. Virgin were so impressed 
with Regular producer Cameron Allen, who 
went to England to mix the album, that he has 
been doing some work in the studio with 
XTC. The new XTC album Drums A nd Wires 
was greeted enthusiastically by the U.K. 
press. Another Australian to impress the 
Swindon lads and the Virgin team on their 
recent Australian tour was Dirty Pool co­
supremo Ray Hearn who was stage manager 
for the tour. XTC were so knocked out with 
Hearn's modus operandi that they asked him 
to manage the Japanese leg of their tour 
which turned out to be just as successful as 
the Australian one. They would have also 
liked him to do their current English tour but 
pressure of work prevented that.
. G 0
Whirlywirld, . the innovative electronic 
group from Melbourne, are in the process of 
recording their first album which will 
probably appear on Missing Link Records 
later in the year . And those other Sydney- 
based and now-deceased purveyors of the 
New Musick, Voight 465, will have their 
album released on the Unanimous WeM 
Enunciations label this month (see review 
elsewhere in this issue.)
More recording news (jeez, is there a cheap 
rate operating in studios around the country 
at this time of year?): The new Dragon have 
completed their firtst album and Marc 
Hunter and his band. The Romantics, have 
also completed their first outing. 1 wonder if 
CBS will release them at the ■ same time? 
That'd really separate the sheep from the 
goats, or the Dragons from the Griffins, or 
something.
Overseas releases expected soon. The first 
solo album from ex-Television singer, Tom 
Verlaine, G enya Ravan's followup to 
Urban Desire and Van Morrison's first album 
for his new label Mercury, titled Into The 
M usic. Also coming, Southside Johnny and 
'the Asbury Jukes' first album for Mercury, 
palled simply The Jukes which is already out 
in the States but won't see the light of day 
here until December, and the new Bruce 
Springsteen plattet- should hit the shops in 
early October.
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Young Modern, whose break up last month 
unfortunately coincided with the rise and rise 
of fellow powerpoppers The Knack, are to 
have a posthumous album released on the 
Local Records label next month. The album 
will contain demos recorded by the band in 
Adelaide before they made the move to 
Sydney last year, demos recorded for Festival 
and a couple of live tracks. Meanwhile lead 
singer John Dowler is expected to record a 
single for Steve Cummings' Big Girl Records 
in the near future (Cummings produced the 
only existing Young Modern record, the 
single She's Got The M oney/Autom atic.)
As news broke about The Sports signing to 
Arista Records for the United States (see 
separate story) other bands have been
creating waves overseas. The Mi-Sex album 
Graffiti Crimes made a big impression at the 
CBS International Convention held in 
London recently and as a result it will be 
released in nine countries (Britain, 
Canada, France, Switzerland, Austria, 
Germany, Denmark, Sweden and Holland) in 
the near future. And the Jo Jo Zep album 
Screaming Targets has been enthusiastically 
received by Jem Records who import and 
distribute overseas records in the U.S.A. 
They have sent copies to the more 
progressive American FM stations where it is 
picking up airplay and in England John Peel 
is playing tracks on his influential BBC Radio 
Cne show. Chris Salewicz from the New 
Musical Express is reportedly completely 
knocked out with the album and says he will 
make sure that it is reviewed by the British 
rock press. Maybe Joe Camilleri's assertion 
that 1979 will be the year of the Falcon is not 
as brave as it seems.
Midnight O il, currently on tour in New 
Zealand;' drew a large crowd to Auckland's 
Gluepot where singer Peter Garrett put his 
foot through the stage and the drummer put 
his hand through the (admittedly low) ceiling. 
Would they do that sort of thing at home in 
Sydney?
Up and coming tours (apart from the ones 
you know about like Rockpile. Ar- 
matrading, Kevin Coyne): Cheap Trick 
will be here at the end of Getober, Graham 
Parker and the Rumour at the beginning of 
November (they'll have to look around for 
another support act cos The Sports will be in 
England at that time), Santana and Eddie 
Money in early Cctober' (in a package 
dubbed Marathon Rock — would you run 26 
miles 385 yards to see Carlos and Eddie? 
YCU WCULD? Wow!) and HCT RUMCUR 
TIME -  either The Who or Led Zeppelin to 
do a big Rockarena gig with-Cheap Trick. 
That'd really bring 'em out of the woodwork, 
now, wouldn't it?
From the dizzy heights of megasuper­
stardom to life on the streets of boring little 
Adelaide. The hot band round the city of_ 
churches, Lemmy Caution, parted from 
their guitarist Linz Norris after an onstage 
incident while the band was supporting The' 
Jim Keays Band at the Arkaba late last month. 
They are currently looking for a replacement.
And Terminal Twist became a four-piece on 
the eve of their departure to Sydney when 
singer Peter Tesla left the band. And 
Melbourne band News have finally and 
irrevocably split, according to singer Adam 
Five.
Split Enz's Whirlwind Tour has had to be 
abandoned after English members Malcolm 
Green and Nigel Griggs ran foul of the 
Immigration Dept. Griggs has in fact to leave 
the country until work visas are forthcoming. 
Cnee the problem is sorted out the band will 
be recording a new album with English 
producer David Tickle, who co-produced the 
single, I  See B ed . The next Enz single will be 
a new song called Things and will be released 
this month.
The first single by ex-Adelaide band The 
Aliens will be released on September 17th. 
Produced by Charlies Fisher, the A-side will 
be Confrontation and Boys In B lack  will be 
the flip.
This year's Nightmoves concert will be held 
at the Union Hall, Latrobe Uni., Melbourne, 
on September 13th and will feature The 
Angels, Jo Jo Zep and the Falcons and 
Mental As Anything. It will be featured on 
the following week's Nightmoves.
The on-off-on S e x  P isto ls/ Sw an kers 
reunion, featuring Steve Jones, Paul Cook 
and Jimmy Pursey, is now definitely CFF. The 
three punk stars along with an unidentified 
bass player recently spent some time in a 
London studio, but couldn't reconcile their 
musical differences and therefore decided to 
abandon the whole thing. Tknd the Carri On 
Sex pistols — Som Product LP which consists 
basically of radio interviews, radio ads and 
talkback shows featuring the four spike tops, 
will be released by Wizard this month and 
will sell for $5.99.
Virgin Records in the U.K. recently signed 
ex-Ultravox singer John Foxx. A solo single 
can be expected later in the year.
Dove W arner (remember him?) recently 
acted as master of ceremonies at a concert in 
the North Perth Town Hall which featured 
The Scientists, The Triifids and The 
Rockets. Warner has reportedly written a 
whole bunch of new material while on sab­
batical in the West and should be launching 
himself on the Eastern States with a new band 
in Cctober.
How's this for a supergroup? Wayne 
Kramer, ex-MC5, has joined Johnny 
Thunder's G ang W ar. The lineup now 
comprises Thunders, ex-New York Dolls and 
Heartbreakers, Ron Cook, ex-Detroit Wheels, 
Terry Nolan, ex-N.Y. Dolls and Heart- 
breakers, and Phillip Markay, ex-Solid 
Senders. They are currently gigging around 
the Chicago/Detroit area. I wonder if Deniz 
Tek could get a gig with 'em?
Before we get to needle wrecker time a 
guick word for the birthday boys this month. 
It's Marc Hunter's birthday on the 7th, Cur 
Fuehrer ’ (Donald Robertson )'s on the tenth 
Stuart Coupe's on the eleventh, Steve 
Cummings' on the 13th and Bruce 
Springsteen's on the 23rd. Ouick word? 
You're all getting old! ,
CK, Needle Wrecker Time. Tough one this 
month cos there's some great singles around. 
Girls Talk, Cruel To Be Kind, Can't Stand 
Losing You, The Hitmen's Didn't Tell The 
M an. But fhe one that inspires the liveliest 
reaction on the Roadrunner dancefloor is 
Gotta Getaway by Stiff Little Fingers (No.l 
on the Chartbusters, too, so some of you 
obviously like it).
That's all for this time, see you next time.
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R O A D R U N N R
ALBUM S
1. {-)In llainm ableM aterial Stiff Little Fingers
2. i-)L ove Bites .................\............. .................................Buzzcocks
3. {A) A ll M od Cons............\................................................ The Jam
4. (- )Scream ing Targets ... 1 ...............Jo Jo Zep and the Falcons
5. {2)Door, D oor,................ 1...........................The Boys Next Door
6 .  (1) The B-52's  ................. I ....................... ..................The B-52's
7. (2) Give 'Em Enough Hope)...........................................The Clash
8. i-)F ear Of M u sic............. I ............................... Talking Heads
9. (-) The U ndertones............ .................... ..........The Undertones
10. (13)N ever M ind T heB ollodhs..... .............................Sex Pistols
11. (-) W hite M usic....................................................................... XTC
12. (-)G raffiti Crim es    .................................... : ....................Mi-Sex
13. in )M ore Songs................................................... Talking Heads
14. {8)Battus N orvegicus......................................... The Stranglers
15. (6) ft's A liv e ....................................................... TheRamones
16. (-)T h eS cream .............................Siouxsie and the Banshees
17. (- )Labour o f L u st....................................................... Nick Lowe
18. {-)G erm  F ree A d olescen ts................................... X-Roy Specs
19. {-) At the C helsea N igh tclu b ..........................TheMemibers
20. {-)Hust N ever S le e p s ................................................Neil Young
Stiff Little Fingers, the band from Northern 
Ireland, have really  taken the Roadrunner 
Chortbusters by storm this month. Their single 
Gotta Getaway  and their album  Inflammable 
Material both grab the No. 1 spot on their 
respective charts. Interestingly enough Stiff 
Little Fingers who are on the sm all British label 
Rough Trade are not distributed by any of the 
major Australian record com panies. The No. 2 
and No. 3 albums, the Buzzcocks' Love Bites and 
the Jam's All Mod Cons are also without 
Australian release.
Mental As Anything slot in behind the lads 
from Ulster on the singles listing with The Nips 
Are Getting Bigger and the Boys Next Door move 
from 14 to 3 with Shivers. Jo Jo Zep's Scream ing 
Targets comes into the album  charts at No. 4 and 
Talking Heads' new ie. Fear Of Music, debuts at 
No. 8.
The Roadrunner chart is compiled entirely 
from readers' votes and is intended to be a  guide 
to what people are listening to and enjoying. 
Readers ore warmly invited to participate by 
sending a  list of their ten favourite tracks 
(singles. EP's, album tracks or even unrecorded 
songs) and ten favourite album s to Roadrunner 
Chortbusters, P.O. Box 90, Eastwood, S.A. 5063. 
Send them as soon as you can so they'll be in­
cluded in next month's listing.
S INGLES/TRAX
1. (18) Gotta G etaw ay Stiff Little Fingers
2. (5) The Nips A re Cutting B igger.............. Mental As Anything
3. {\A )Shivers.................................................The Boys Next Door
4. (- )Harmony In My H ea d .............................................Buzzcocks
5. (-)A/ie "Friends"E lectric..................................Tubeway Army
6. (-)L ife Begins At The H o p ..................................................... XTC
7. {-)Hit A nd Run .........  .................. Jo Jo Zep and the Falcons
8. (- )D am aged G oods (EP)....................................... Qf Four
9. (- )Down In The Tube Station ..........................................Hie Jam
10. (3)R ock L obster........................................................... The B-52's
11. {-)Sw eetS uburbia......... .............................................The Skids
12. (6) G et A G rip ..................................................... The Stranglers
13. (-)Strange Town............................................................ The Tam
14. (-)G etltO n ..................... ............................  ....................t .R ^
15. {-) K illing An A rab ......................................................... The Cure
16. (- )Iove Song   ......................................................The Damned
17. (-) G angsters...........................................................The Specials
18. O H ongK ong G arden ................Siouxsie and the Banshees
19. {l2)R oa^ un ner O n ce.................................Jonathon Richman
20. (- )M in d ..................................................  ............Talking Heads
Dear assholes.
I'm riting this led d er  slow cus I  no your 
reader ain't got a  high brain rating.
The m ane reeson I  rote this was that I  am 
com pletely shitted o ff with the attitude o f  most 
Australians to the Punk Rock Movement in 
general.
Names like Stiff L iddle Fingers an d  Shrink 
m een nothin to most teenagers cos they are 
fe d  soft rock crap  b y  the australian Music 
Media.
Sure the B ig names o f Gutter Rock 
Revolution L ike the Pistols and the Clash get 
the bills in the papers but the names like  
Richard Hellsy, The Jam, Doll b y  Doll and PIL 
and even the soft Rich Kids are sm otherd out 
By Fuckwit intelectual musicians who brand  
themselves as punk instead o f  getting the 
name Punk as a  derogatory term b y  the 
F ucked up Burgouse assholes in the Media.
and then a  F u cked  up Cunt Rag called  
Roadrunner that is supposed  to b e  a  punk 
p ap er does an interview on DOC NEESON.
WHO GIVES A SHIT ABOUT THE FUCKIN 
ANGELS MAN THEY EVEN GO LIVE ON 
COUNT DOWN.
UP YOURS SINCERELY
HANS NEESNBOOMSADAISY
[WANNA FUCKIN FOIGHT, MOITE? -  
Ed.]
Dear RR,
Just writing to thank Peter Page, Stuart Coupe 
and Roadrunner heaps for th a f truthful and  
superbly gutsy write-up on Talking Heads 
and their Aussi Concerts [in the July edition]
— they were unique!
Congratulations for bein g  down to earth —
m ore than I  can say for the Sun H erald and  
even 2JJ, for their not well-disguised con­
demnation o f  such a 'stage-act-less and  
boring' ban d  [as they put it] who without the 
guiding hand o f  Brian Eno, would not b e  
where they are today. Obviously well- 
informed muzos! What m ore do I  say, except
— no, don't dilly dally with that new  recoid. 
Talking Heads, thank you for sending m e an 
angel. K eep  up the good  work, Roadrunner.
Chris Fisher 
N S. W.
LETTERS
Dear Ed and Staff,
Rarely do I  bring p en  to p ap er  to congratulate 
any publication but RR deserves praise. I  
have followed the progress o f  your p ap er  over 
the last year and have b een  im pressed with its 
enormous improvement.
Your articles are informative and easily  
read. They tend to have a  fresh approach and  
are not littered with jargonistic verbage that 
one reads in other rock  papers. I  am also 
im pressed with the amount o f  emphasis 
p la c ed  on the Australian rock  scene, 
although I  disagree with som e opinions m ade 
— who doesn't! At least there is something 
written about bands us p lebians can relate to.
Technically RR has room to improve. At 
times your layout is interesting and  
imaginative, e.g . 'The Future's in the Flesh', 
but generally it lacks imagination.
Despite the few  technical faults, RR is the 
best rock  p ap er  in Australia.
K eep independent and don't fall for the 
mindless jargon other papers spew out.
Vivienne Archdall
Ascot Vale, Vic.
Dear Roadrunner,
It has taken m e two hours to finally get my 
turn at the typewriter. First there was my 
brother then my sister wanted to put down her  
top ten thus creating a delay  in my attempt to 
tear Stuart Coupe to p ieces.
What a pity Jean Jacques Burnell didn't 
Strangle you, you really  m ade m e m ad with 
some o f  those awful reviews in the last issue. I  
mean to say with all respect, 'Stupidity' is a 
better album by  light years com pared to 'As It 
Happens'. It is just as powerful and as far as 
John Mayo is con cern ed  h e  is no Wilko. 
Enough on Dr. Feelgood.
Now for the Undertones. So there are a lot o f  
bands playing their kind o f music. Bullshit, 
there isn't enough. Christ, apart from the 
Rats, the Buzzcocks, the Ramones and a 
couple o f  otheri) they're just about alone. So
kids, don't listen to him, listen to the album. 
It's great modern pop.
TEN THOUGHTS 
FOR THOUGHTFUL PEOPLE
1. Modelling isn't b a d  business. It is a pity 
they don't get the support they deserve even 
though Shaun Kelly is off the planet 
somewhere.
2. Did you realise the best group in the world 
toured Australia in Feb/M arch?
3. With spring approaching fast I  wonder 
which young, brilliant Australian ban d  will 
bloom b igger and better than their stable 
partners who already have reputations.
4. Did you realise that Steve Cummings o f  
Sports and Richard Jobson o f  the Skids sound 
almost identical?
5. Stiff Little Fingers are the best new ban d  o f  
1979.
6. Is it true that the new  [ ?] Sex Pistols album 
stars not only S id Vicious but also Sid Jam es?  
Could be, the whole thing is a  joke.
7. Pete Shelley is almost as prolific a hit 
maker as the late great Marc Bolan.
8. That last comment should b e  totally 
disregarded,' as much as I  love the Buzz­
cocks, Pete Shelley is not as prolific a 
songwriter as Marc Bolan.
9. RRRFM in M elbourne should have their 
announcers b e  m ore consistent in what they 
play. Sometimes it is a very difficult jump 
from hearing the Sex Pistols to a com pletely  
different and uninteresting mood. This 
happens about six times in every Sidetracks 
show. Very confusing.
10. Septem ber is the secon d  anniversary o f  
Marc Bolan's tragic death. I  sincerely hope  
that Roadrunner does the right thing b y  him. 
Perhaps Clinton Walker can devote some 
time and reflect b ack  to what a magnificent 
artist Marc Bolan truly was. I  don't think
anyone will have to twist your arm, EH 
CLINTON?
P.S. R ead the fine print in the Melbourne 
Sun, Septem ber 16th. Really it will b e  the 
17th b ecau se b loody Sunday in the 16th. 
STRUTH.
Zinc Alloy, 
Melbourne
Dear Roadrunner,
1
m writing to tell you o f  the pathetic behavior 
of the bouncers at the Woodville Town Hall 
on Saturday Night, 11/8/79.
During Numbers and Flowers [the latter 
destroyed XTC], nothing happened; p eop le  
were rolling about on the steps enjoying 
themselves. But as soon as XTC cam e on the 
bouncers m oved in and started tossing p eop le  
around. A rope indicated where the crowd 
could go no further. It was a mortal to even 
touch this bloody rope. I  witnessed one girl 
get k icked  in the n eck  for sitting on the 
bottom step with her shoulders touching the 
ro’foe. another [girl] sitting in the same 
position but not actually touching the rope 
was warned in effect "If you lean or touch that 
rope, you're out". One guy was "escorted" 
out for holding onto this rope while the 
bouncers [two, o f  course] warned all o f up 
front, QUOTE, "If there is any m ore tension 
on this rope, you're all out". ■
How bloody pathetic can you get? Why don't 
bouncers stop fights etc instead o f  patrolling 
the front stage and picking peop le?
However, I  am p lea sed  to say that they had  
aggravated everyone up to a point that if  they 
had hit sorheone again or started something, 
at least two dozen p eo p le  would have gouged  
their eyelids out and ripped their guts 
through their throats. I  k id  you not. Everyone 
was so shitted off with them that a decent 
brawl was atmospheric.
I  hope you print this becau se p eo p le  who go 
to these Lone Star "supershows" should b e  
warned to m ake sure they don't enjoy  
themselves arid k e ep  away from that fucking 
rope! . ■
Low M ileage 
A delaide
* !?1! t # UNBELIEVABLE HYPE # t !!?! *
IncretUble offer! Special economy deluxe discount! 
Fantastic savings! Twin overhead foxtails! Rhubarb! Yes 
folks, we are going to try  to sell you something — it’s the 
splazzling Roadrunner T-shirt-and-subscription offer.
For a miserable ten bucks, you get a black I-shirt with 
*I’m in love with rock’n’roll’ across your boobs under a 
becruddling ROADRUNNER masthead, PLUS [ya hear that 
— plUusss$$$$] a full year’s subscription to the mag that 
has nothing better to do with its ad space.
Now compare this with the cost of buying a knighthood, 
an A & R man, or a dozen Swedish left-handed 
screwdrivers . . .  [Whaddya mean THEY come cheapo?] 
Well, at least you can tell your friends you let yourself be 
sucked in by a bunch of amateurs. Send cheques or postal 
orders to: The Swiss Account, Roadrunner, P.O. Box 90, 
 ̂Eastwood, S.A. S063.
NAME
ADDRESS
JPOSTCODE,
□  I require one year’s full subscription plus T-shirt 
(Size 12 Li/14 1/16 n / lS  □ ) for $10 
C I require one year’s subscription only at $8
L j I require T-shirt only at $4.50
‘ I require back copies of the following issues at 
$1 each:
/
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for
Commence my subscription from the 
issue.
^  A HESSiMSE FROM KEVIN JACOBSEN
\ &NKHAELEDGLEY
During last year's 
tour, the critics 
raved.........
'^Joan Armatrading's concert 
just has to be the best of the year 
even though its only May. . . .From 
the moment she stepped on stage 
the applause and recognition began. 
And it never really let up. Not even 
after the encores.^' The Australian
“ , . . .overwhelming response to 
the bewitching night of singing and 
playing that Joan had given the 
packed theatre."' Melbourne Herald
available soon
JOAN
^  LIVE!
37048
TO THE LIM IT  
36724
Dontmiss
JOAN
ARMATRADING 
in concert.
SEPT EM BER
Monday 10
Thursday 13
Saturday 15
Tuesday 18
Wednesday 19
Friday 21
Monday 24
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Festival Hall 
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KMNARIMTRADING
SHOW SOME EMOTION  
36300
BACK TO THE NIGHT  
36072
JOAN ARM ATRAD ING  
35967
THE W ILD GEESE  
SOUNDTRACK 36675
RECORDS and TAPES
R O A D h U N N H
SPORTS SIGN TO ARISTA
It was confirmed just prior to going to 
press that The Sports have signed to 
Arista Records for the United States. The 
position with regard to the U.K. is still 
undecided. It could be Stiff [who 
released an EP by  the band  earlier this 
year] or Arista, or even Sire Records. The 
American deal has com e about through a 
K issinger s ty le  sh u ttle  b y  Sports' 
manager Michael G udinski^ho flew  to 
America after a number of American 
companies expressed interest in the 
band.
Gudinski was approached personally 
by the head of Arista, Clive Davis, about 
the band. While head of CBS Records in 
the late sixties Davis was responsible for 
signing such acts as Janis Joplin, San­
tana, Blood Sweat and Tears and 
Chicago. Arista's present roster includes 
Lou Reed and Patti Smith.
The first single b y  The Sports to be 
released in the U.S.A. will be a slightly 
edited version of "Who Listens To The 
Radio" backed with "Hit Single" which 
will b e  released in two weeks [/nid- 
September]. The first album will be 
basically the same as the Australian 
release of "Don't Throw Stones" with the 
addition of two tracks recorded in 
England, "Wedding Ring" and a new  
version of "When You Walk In The 
Room". That will be released in the 
U.S.A. in the first w eek of October.
The announcement of the signing ex ­
plains the protracted delay in the release 
of the album recorded by  The Sports 
when they toured the U.K. earlier this 
year as support to Graham Parker and 
the Rumour. A major reason for the 
decision to go with Arista rather than 
Stiff could be the fact that Stiff's 
American distribution is nowhere near as 
tight as their U.K. operation. Since Stiff 
signed their distribution deals [with Epic 
and Columbia] not one of their artists has 
made the American Top 100 [that is Ian 
Dury, Rachel Sweet, Lene Lovich or 
Mickey Jupp].
The Sports' plans are as follows. They 
fly out to England in the middle of Oc­
tober to p lay five or six concerts and to 
record a new  album with Peter Solley. 
Then they go on to America where they 
will p lay at least 15 dates in major 
centres, returning to Australia just before 
Christmas.
Steve Cummings' reaction to all this? 
"At least I'll get to m eet Lou Reed".
Their latest Australian release is a four track 
12-inch EP called O .K., U .K ., featuring 
songs recorded earlier this year in Britain. 
The tracks were produced by Liam Stern-
pic — Kathleen O'Brien
But it's still live, 
work &  play for 
Steve Cummings 
& Martin Armiger
"You know how you read in the paper The 
Angels sold 10,000 albums in America. Well, 
I know for a fact that's a lie because the 
people who import our record to America, 
Jem, import the Angels record and they give 
us exact figures, so they're certain. They've 
imported 1,500 (of ours), 1,5(X) of Split Enz 
and 1,500 of The Angels and that's the truth.
"But for some reason Jem got really good 
reaction to our record and they sent it round 
to radio stations. I wish I had this fantastic 
sheet they sent — they got a good reaction to 
our record so they had it, on the top and they 
did this great rave in American promo talk. 
Anyway, it picked up forty or so main FM 
stations for airplay so as a result of that we 
had all these different companies ring 
Australia. So they said: 'Come over here and 
meet us', so Gudinski went straight to 
America".
Stephen Cummings is the main waiting for 
the telephone call. It's Tuesday, a sunny 
afternoon in the Telford Lodge, Sydney. He's 
taking it all very calmly, the imminent release 
of their debut English album and their best 
shot at reaching the massive audiences in the 
USA. It seems far fetched to imagine for The 
Sports, a pub rock band from Melbourne, and 
yet 1 would be surprised if The Sports were to 
The Eighties what the Easybeats were in The 
Sixties; synonymous with Australian 
rock'n'roll. Already The Sports have made 
some impression on the New Wave press, 
particularly Bomp and The New York Rocker, 
the most recent issue of which carries a 
review which says: " . . .  all of it high guality 
and a must for your collection".
berg, producer of Rachel Sweet and The 
Akron Compilation. Stiff were unhappy with 
Pete Solley's production of the second album 
and were looking lor a rougher feel for the 
English release so they set up a mobile studio 
in between gigs on the Graham Parker tour. 
"It was very casual, just two little practice 
rooms, one under a railway line and one was 
just a little practice room somewhere. They 
just set up the van outside and he'd say 
"Okay, play" and sort of bash it out. We did 
thirteen tracks in four days".
The four songs on the Australian release are 
two Cummings/Pendlebury songs: Little G irl 
and a new version of Live W ork an d Play, a 
Martin Armiger song called Radio Show  and 
a cover of the Easybeats W edding R ing. The 
O .K., U.K. tracks show a sureness that was 
missing from Don't Throw Stones, a better 
understanding on the part of the band of the 
strengths of a recording studio. The fast 
numbers jump right out at you, rather than 
being tempered by the studio.’ They and 
Sternberg have learnt how to pack more of a 
punch to compensate for the immediate 
audience contact of a gig. Little G irl, less 
frantic, more romantic as Steve is wont to say, 
has all the delicacy of Tired O f M e or their 
earlier ballads but again one feels less the 
presence of a producer and more strongly the 
intuition of the musicians.
There's an air of guarded confidence about 
Steve Cummings now. In January of this year, 
even though everything seemed finalised, no- 
one in the band was prepared to be definite 
until they stepped on the plane. Now, even 
though he doesn't take anything for granted, 
he's clearly thought carefully about the 
future.
compere if, though". Steve thoughtfully lights 
a cigarette. "It's the worst possible thing you 
could be in, getting a group, really. It's great 
to make records but it's a horrible business — 
it's horrible, it's so cut-throat".
What will you do if it all falls apart? If it 
stopped?
"Get a job, usher at the pic­
tures . . . nah . . . there's lots of things I 
could do. If we stopped Td just get a job and 
make records for a hobby. I'd still make little 
records, though. I'd never go full bore all the 
time into it ever again - it's not worth it, or it 
wouldn't be worth it to start again".
PLAY
UVE
WORK
Ever since The Sports
took out the Single Of The Week in NME, 
almost two years ago now, they have had this 
attitude of detachment from their slowly 
mounting notoriety and conseguent success.
"I'm always surprised that we've done as 
well as we have because we never thought it 
would do this well. At the same time as that I 
always thought we had good songs . . .
When Tara, a friend of mine, and I arrived 
at the hotel with our tape recorder, 
Stephen answered the door and Martin was 
sitting on the bed playing his guitar. There 
were a few books around - Steve was 
reading a detective story and he had three 
other paperbacks there; Martin had a 
paperback open but I couldn't see the title.
After a while Martin went out to get some 
breakfast; Stephen wanted some cigarettes 
and a Coke, Martin had croissants. We all 
had some Nescafe. While Martin was out the 
housemaid came to make the beds but Steve 
told her not to bother and he took a change of 
towels. About the only other thing was that 
the phone rang and Martin answered. It was 
for him but he didn't want to talk because of 
the interview. I don't want to give the im­
pression that it was dull because it wasn't -  
there just wasn't anything high-powered 
about it. Jimmy Niven didn't burst in and 
throw the TV set out the window; the roadies 
didn't screw groupies on the fridge; nobody 
took any drugs so I can't make oblique 
references to decadence. Most we just talked 
about how it was being in The Sports and 
music in general.
'W e don't really care about money or things 
like that or we wouldn't do it m the first place. 
We've had trips overseas and so we figure 
we're well ahead, but if we can get other trips 
and get to make the records . . .
"All we want to do at the moment is make 
another record so we'll put up with anything 
just to make it. We haven't had to do anything 
realty distasteful or against our values, like I 
don't mind going on Countdown. I wouldn't
While they've been on holiday from touring 
Stephen and Martin set up their own in­
dependent label. Big Girl records. The first 
single is by Johnny Topper, something of a 
living legend in Melbourne rockabilly circles 
as a founder of a great many groups in­
cluding The Pelaco Brothers, The 
Autodrifters and, more recently. The Arm­
chairs. "We'll be able to sell all the first one in 
Melbourne because he's got a lot of fans there 
even though he doesn't do much. The A-side 
is called The Beatnik Twist and the flipside is 
an old Pelacos' song called Frankie's G oat. 
It's like a weird Ian Dury cause he can't sing 
very well.
"Then I was going to do one with John 
Dewier, the singer from Young Modern . . . - 
do a really sort of Byrds poppy thing with 
acoustic guitars. I wanted to do a girl one but 
I couldn't find a good girl singer. Actually, 
we did find one but she was too well known. 
We wanted to do more Sandie Shaw, 
something like that or do a real disco thing or 
something really different - Byrds mixed 
with Beach Boys. And for the third one, 
Martin and me do an instrumental, a Gary 
Glitter typr ^hing and we'll play everything".
Unlike most others in their profession 
Stephen and Martin take a keen interest in 
the groups around them, particularly those 
that are slightly offbeat, having themselves 
both been in highly creative bands that never
achieved much recognition. Both of them 
have an amazing knowledge of current in­
dependent singles and unrecorded bands: 
"The Kevins are our favourite group. They're 
this little group in Melbourne, two people 
from the Millionaires, Nick Smith who was the 
singer (he plays guitar now) and the bass 
player, he's a fantastic songwriter. Buzz 
Leeson and two girls. They got on the front 
page of Truth cause they wrote a song about 
Miss Australia, The Evelyn Grope Saga. It's 
called H appy Birthday Miss A ustralia. 
They've got really great songs but they're not 
very heavy". Martin chimes in: "It's the same 
old story -  they're not very committed to 
making it".
"Most of the time", says Steve, "it seems that 
the local groups I like never do very well. 
Everyone should do more themselves, put out 
their own singles and send them overseas. 
They should do it as soon as they start as a 
group instead of waiting around to get a 
record deal.
"No-one overseas cares that you're number 
one in Australia. It doesn't mean a thing — 
they just listen to it and if they like it, they like 
it. You might as well get singles out your­
selves, I reckon, and send them away and not 
worry so much about whether you're going to 
do great here or not because if you're a bit 
unusual you're probably not going to go 
great. Just put them out yourselves and send 
them away, and if people like you here, that's 
good, and if they don't, well, don't sweat on it 
so much.
Just to finish off I asked them what they did 
with their gold records. Martin: "I put mine 
on the wall, but then I went round to see Red 
Symons and he's got about fifteen of them on 
his wall, a whole wall covered in gold 
records, so I took mine down".
Steve: "I put mine on the wall and I thought 
it was going to be fate, bad luck and we'd 
never do well again so I've taken it down now, 
put it away".
— Toby Creswell
(with special thanks to Nick Caraturo)
If you are trying to
PRINT OR PUBLISH
something and the quotes you’ve got (or the costs you’re 
carrying) make it look like a hopeless battle . . .
Ju st when you thought the entire publishing trade had been sewn up by the 
sharks, a little operation called the Neighborhood Typesetting and Design 
Office poked its head in and started doing it cheaper . . .  in fact, as cheap as 
you can do it, if you want something better than crayons and a roneo 
machine.
Neighborhood is:
• A phototypesetter, with the cheapest rates in Australia* for professional 
phototypesetting in over 20 different typestyles.
• A layout centre, for layout and design work you can’t do yourself.
• An agency, that can connect you to the cheapest printing deals in Australia. 
It doesn’t matter where you are in Australia, it’s worth ringing and talking
to Clive Dorman to see what we can do:
(08) 71 7763
NEIGHBORHOOD TYPESETTING AND DESIGN OFFICE 
133a Glen Osmond Rd., Eastwood, S.A. 5063
* Weekend for two in Pernong Landing** for anyone who proves us wrong 
** Whaddya mean you’ve never heard of it?
n i l
R O A D- R U N N R
HUBBLE, BUBBLE. TOIL AND TROUBLE
CXar Man in the W est, Kym Williams, tracks down the 'legendary'Scientists
Almost since the band's inception. The 
Scientists have generated an aura of supreme 
self-confidence and have purveyed an image 
which makes ygu feel that they have and 
deserve everyone's respect. For a perfect 
example of what I mean, observe'drummer, 
James Baker in a record store where anybody 
who has seen the band is hanging out. James' 
air of superiority and importance (yet with the 
subtlest touch of pure humanity) coupled with 
the submissive and respectful role played by 
the member of a past Scientists audience 
perpetuates and affirms the myth of The 
Scientist as a musical demigod. Indeed, the 
band advertise themselves as The Legen­
dary Scientists.
I must confess that for a variety of reasons 
I've never seen the band play live before (nor 
The Victims, their predecessors) although 
I've derived much pleasure from their 
recorded offerings (which only amount to a 
handful). Anyway, I'm approaching the gig 
with an open mind and I intend to discover 
whether or not these guys are worthy of 
"legendary" status.
It's a Friday night and I arrive early at the 
Governor Broome Hotel to hear the band's 
guitarists Ben Juniper and Kim Salmon 
playing a warm-up while chairs were shifted, 
glasses collected, and cigarette butts swept 
under the rug. Great, I thought, Very 
promising. But come the first set and it seems 
the legend is balsa-based, not rock. Juniper 
begins shakily, looking uncomfortable, 
almost scared, and seems to completely lack 
confidence. Still, I contemplate, he's a new 
member and maybe he hasn't heard about the 
myth. Or perhaps he has and maybe that's the 
problem. Juniper's hesitant manner is made 
more apparent by Salmon's over-confidence 
which amounts to little short of hubris as he 
throws himself, body and guitar, into each 
song.
Most of the songs in the first bracket sound 
turgid and uninspiring, apart from some nice 
"oohs" and "aahs" in the opener. Pleasure 
Boy, a hefty cover of the Monkees' Stepping 
Stone, an immaculate rendition of Frantic 
Romantic which surpasses the recording, and 
a fine interpretation of Randy Newman's Have 
You Seen My B aby?. Did I just say that most 
were turgid? Well, half were, and this was 
enough to leave me feeling disappointed.
Another mundane original. Pissed On 
Another Planet, begins the second bracket 
and I am becoming disillusioned as fast as 
their myth is evaporating. However, from this 
point things really pick up. A great cover of 
The Searchers.' Walk In The Room is followed 
by a magnificent original called That Girl 
which has an opening reminiscent of Frantic 
Romantic but a strong and different melody.
Kinda Girl is sluggy but endearing due to 
Baker's relentless, hammering drums, and 
Girl is an okay medium tempo job which is 
marred by flat harmony singing. Just as the 
band seem to be stuck in a rut, topic-wise, 
they cover The New York Dolls' Pills which is 
an average song more than adeguately done, 
and follow this with the full-galloping Moke It 
which I jot down as being not bad. She Said  
She Loves M e, an original with the strongest 
melody of all, closes the bracket and would 
have been the highlight of the night but for 
some flat lead singing.
I figure things are about even. The band 
have made amends for the first bracket but I 
wonder whether this will be one for posterity 
or whether the mixed bag of the first half is 
indicative of a mere 'yeah, not bad' affair.
It is soon apparent that the former is to be 
the case. The third bracket opens with The 
Undertones' Teenage Kicks which is muoh 
gutsier than the original and features bass 
"player, Ian Sharpies, who shares lead vocals 
with Salmon in this number. S hake, the B- 
side of the single, is next and if you've played 
it, imagine how great it is to watch and hear 
them do it live. Sorry, Sorry begins with a 
typical Spector beat but speeds right up and 
is quite enjoyable. So too is Dropout which is 
followed by Johnny Thunders' Born To L o se . 
It's well done but is a crummy song in the first 
place. Bet You're Lying is a heavy pop 
number which somehow reminds me of Daryl 
Cotton's early band. The Zoot (you wouldn't 
be laughing if you bought their first album) 
and is a great song. Don't You Lie To Me is 
adopted via The Flamin' Groovies but The 
Scientists' version is more powerful and 
■ features some excellent ear blistering lead 
guitar from Salmon. They begin to do Slow 
Death (The Groovies again) but pull up due 
to a tuning problem which persists until they 
give up and take a break.
By now I'm feeling pretty forgiving but 
there's little The Scientists need forgiveness 
for in the last set as they re-commence with 
The Velvet Underground's There She Goes 
which is probably done better than the 
original ever was. This is followed by Pretty 
G irls  which combines melody, gutsy 
musicianship, and neat harmonies. iWdkmg A 
Scene  is another good one and With A Girl 
Like You sees The Troggs done proud. Yet, 
even demigods occasionally slip because 
Destroy All Planets is simply too harsh and too 
fast. However, it keeps the momentum up as 
the band climax with Slow Death. GBH AT 
THE GBH!
Although the spotlight is very much on Kim 
Salmon (as lead guitarist and lead vocalist) 
during the night, you can't help being over­
awed by the perfect and furious drumming of
The Scientists reply to Roadrunner's review  o f  
their single. Standing, left to right, are James 
Baker [drums], Kim Salmon [lead guitar & 
lead  vocals], Ian Sharpies [boss], and  
kneeling, Ben Juniper [guitar].
James Baker. Despite Salmon's gusto when 
performing, he lacks the charism atic 
presence needed by a front man. It's akin to 
watching ventriloquist and dummy as Baker 
yells out something for Salmon to say between 
numbers. James has contributed greatly to 
the band's image. It's always James who's out 
and about promoting the band and furthering 
the cause. He has confidence and presence, 
and while he is a great drummer, I can't help 
feeling he would have made a great 
guitarist/frontman. Of all the people who 
could be said to be inextricably associated 
with Perth punk, James heads the list. He. is 
the perfect representative. He is also the only 
person I know who is more suited by 'James' 
than 'Jim'. Bearing all this in mind, I visited 
him the Sunday after for an interview:
KW: Tell us about the Bomp deal.
JB: Greg Shaw (Editor of Bom p, America's 
foremost punk/new wave magazine — Ed.) 
said he really liked the single and he's going 
to review it in Bomp magazine and buy 500 
copies for U.S. distribution.
KW: Have you sent it to any other 
m agazines?
JB: Yeah, Sounds (British music weekly — 
Ed.) said something about pop-cum-New York 
Dolls from Australia.
KW; How have Australian sales been 
going?
JB: We've just about sold out.
KW: How many was the in itial pressing? 
JB: 500 and we sold 200 in Melbourne, 100 in 
Adelaide and, I think the guy in Melbourne 
did Sydney.
KW: What about future records?
JB: We're going to do an EP when we get 
some money.
KW: Live or studio?
JB: Studio.
KW: Any thoughts about a tape?
JB: Not studio. Td rather do a live tape. Get it 
properly recorded, but that's another thing. 
KW: You were also thinking of doing a 
10-inch LP. Have you put that off in­
definitely?
JB: Yeah, through lack of finance. Lack of a 
producer as well. To do that much, you want 
to make sure that it's going to be really good. 
KW; How do you go about distributing 
the single?
JB: It's pretty easy. We've got an outlet in 
Missing Link Records.
KW; What about Perth? Do you just truck 
them around in a  box?
[All those present laugh heartily]
JB: Yeah. Primitive, eh?
KW; What other bands have you been in? 
JB: Just The Victims. And a band called The 
Slick City Boys. That was about five or six 
years ago. It was a New York Dolls type band. 
We were shithouse.
KW; How do you see The Victims in 
relation to the development of punk in 
Perth?
JB: I don't know. It was really strange. I don't 
see them as doing much, I just see them as 
being a band.
KW: I don't know about that. They seem  
to be the band that broke it.
JB: Oh yeah, they started it but I think they 
were over-rated. They got more credibility 
than The Scientists, which I think are a better 
band, but you wouldn't tell that to anyone in 
the street because to them. The Victims are 
sacred. But if they saw The Victims today, 
they'd probably hate them, except that they 
were The Victims. People have become so 
critical these days of sound quality and 
volume and all that. The Victims were a loud 
obnoxious noise. Off harmonies, off 
everything. Today they wouldn't even get a 
support gig.
KW: What role do you see The Scientists 
playing in the future of punk?
JB: Not a great deal again. I can't see The 
Scientists being anything but a band. I can't 
see us inspiring people to do anything.
KW; I find these answ ers hard to take 
because the im age you purvey is of 
super-confidence . . .
JB: We definitely have that image. We do 
believe we're the best band in tov/n and that 
the rest don't matter. It shows in our music, 
even though we're not the most popular 
group in town at this stage □
KW: What have been some of the in­
fluences on you over the years?
JB: Definitely punk rock. I'm not going to use 
the term 'new wave'. I hate all this new wave 
and punk rock. It's punk rock. The Sex 
Pistols were the best. The Damned and The 
Ramones. That's what we get our influences 
from: the energy of those groups. With the 
melodies of The Flamin' Groovies.
KW: Do you think the band has stabilised 
after the recent line-up change?
JB: Yeah, I think it's stabilised. I think it's 
probably the best line-up we've ever had. 
KW; Who does most of the songwriting? 
JB: Me and Kim and Ian.
KW: Do you write the music as w ell?
JB: No, I usually write the lyrics or get an idea 
for a song from something I see or 
read . . . watching television.
KW: Who decides which non-originals to 
do?
JB: Usually me and Kim. We. try not to do too 
many. We've got about ten non-originals and 
we rotate them.
KW: Have you found it hard to gain 
a c c e p ta n c e  and  e a rn  re sp ec t a s  
musicians?
JB: Totally. We get no respect from anyone. 
KW: Not even from other new wave 
musicians?
JB: Yeah, but I don't know about them. 
They're a bit against The Scientists these 
days. They think we're finished.
KW: What are your favourite local 
bands?
JB: I like The Manikins. The Rockets. Enemy 
Sounds: I was really impressed with them. 
They were like The Damned in the sense that 
they drove everyone out of the place with 
such high energy. I enjoyed The Triffids. 
KW: Any thoughts of heading east?
JB: I'd love to go but we need money or 
someone behind us to give us some work. 
KW: How would you describe the music 
that The Scientists p lay?
JB: Really high energy Rock'n'Roll, I sup­
pose. That's a pretty dull statement, isn't it? 
KW: Yes. in comparison to actually  
seeing the band. Sixties-ish?
JB: Some of the tunes are a bit sixties-ish. The 
lyrics are. Boy/girl, most of them. Girls and 
planets. Planets take a lot of beating.
KW; After the first chapter of The 
Scientists broke up, how long did you 
rehearse before gigging again?
JB: Three or four months, six days a week. We 
don't rehearse much these days because we 
know all the songs. It's only to do new stuff. 
KW: Who handles the m anagerial side of 
things?
JB: I do, mainly.
KW: Have you ever thought about 
playing the role of front m an?
JB: How can a drummer be a front man?
KW: Dave Clark could . . .
JB: I am getting a mike from now on.
KW: Do you think you'll still be a 
m usician in five years' time?
JB: Can't see myself doing anything else. 
KW: Was it true that you sm ashed the 
recording meters at Sweetcorn Studios 
with the volume of your playing or is that 
another part of The Scientists myth?
His mischievous b lu e-eyed  grin lets you 
know it's true.
— Kym Williams
R O A D R U N N R '
Terminal Twist arrive in Sydney this month. 
They are the most interesting and innovative 
band to come out of Adelaide in recent times. 
They were the winners of the recent 5MMM 
Rock Off contest, the prize for which was a 
trip to Sydney, convenient as they were going 
there anyway. The band consists of Keith 
Newman (drums), Chris Coleman (vocals, 
guitar), Malcolm McCallum (keyboards, 
vocals) and Jeff Urguhart (bass guitar). Ther 
were first formed in January 1978 when they 
were known as The Warm Jets and have gone 
through several different lineups to reach the 
present one. They have recently released an 
independent single containing four of their 
songs: At the Front, Common Knowledge, 
Paranoia Pals and Wave Bye Bye. This is an 
interview with Chris Coleman and Malcolm 
McCallum on the eve of their departure for 
Sydney.
RR: Where will you first be performing in 
Sydney?
MM: The Civic on a Thursday.
RR: How do you feel about going to Sydney? 
MM: It's great.
RR: You don't feel like you're deserting 
Adelaide?
CC: Yes, with pleasure.
RR: Why are you so dissatisfied with 
Adelaide?
MM: There's such a low ceiling here and we 
haven't guite reached the ceiling yet. I hoped 
we would have got a bit higher towards it 
when we left than we perhaps have. There's a 
final point you can reach here and if you 
don't move there's nowhere else you can go. 
CC: In our field there's not enough intensity 
of things. For our kind of music there aren't 
enough people to make it into a big event, to 
match the intensity of the music. For me I feel 
dissatisfied by the fact that the strength and 
, power that I feel we have when we're good is 
not matched by events when we actually do it. 
RR: What sort of a following have you 
developed in Adelaide?
CC: A really strange one.
MM: r ve got no idea.
RR: And how do you see the name Terminal 
Twist tying in with the image that your band 
has? Terminal seems really appropriate to 
me.
MM: Somehow the twist part of it seems more 
appropriate to me than the terminal part of it. 
CC: The twist part of it is more true.
MM: I think of the twist part of it as lots of 
ways we're a really poppy sort of band yet 
there's always shifts, twists, that shift a little 
bit from guite what you'd expect.
CC: The terminal part is also appropriate, 
but it's also a more pretentious, stylish sort of 
thing. And as a whole thing (Terminal Twist 
means ,to me that you are terminal I am 
terminal, whatever you do is terminal. A 
band is terminal, it's going to end. And 
meanwhile it bends and flexes and .changes, 
and that's what I want to do with it, to 
promote, to create movement.
RR: For people who have never heard your 
music, how would you describe it?
CC: Fuck. There's elements which are guite 
easy to identify. There's poppiness. Poppiness 
is melody and a certain kind of lightness and 
an implicit humour. Just being modern in the 
sense of not playing like it's still 1972.
MM: There are patches in most of the songs 
where the audience will slip away a bit and 
think, shit, what's happening here. Like that's 
the twist of the poppiness. It will begin in an 
understandable way and then go off 
somewhere that will turn your head a bit. 
RR: That seems to come out in the keyboard 
playing happening that is '
CC:It was probably a mistake.
MM: Get fucked.
CC: Malcolm plays some completely obligue 
things sometimes. As a band we don't 
stylistically place ourselves anywhere on
Duroose. I hear thinas comina out of Enaland
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that I really identify with 'musically like Gang 
of Four, in a strange sort of way, though they 
don't have keyboards, Ultra-Vox without the 
melodrama, a band called Penetration. 
Because of punk there has been a whole 
explosion of things that are connected with 
people identifying with sound textures and 
also being brash at the same time in terms of 
sound I think we get a lot of that. Now you can 
use odd sounds/textures/strangenesses, 
interpolating things but be really punchy and 
have elements of aggression and that's right 
up to now. But the other side of that is the 
■poppiness elements which is in the songs 
expecially in the new songs. It is a timeless 
thing, for me it goes back to the Beatles.
RR: Do you have any idea where you're 
going?
CC: Originally we were very cacophonous 
and strange and wild and there would be 
magic moments and there would be stretches 
of just total disorientation, and I think it's 
moving towards a much more controlled 
hysteria, a more finely constructed thing, 
partly through necessity and partly through 
musical taste. I want things to be clear, I want 
people to be able to hear us more.
MM: It's going in the direction of recent 
songs. A melody that you can sing as opposed 
to heavy rock where if you're going to hum 
something you're probably humming the bass 
riff rather than the melody.
RR: I think we'd better talk about the singer 
you've just lost or sacked or whatever. Get 
that out of the way. Peter Tesla. Well, just 
explain why.
MM: Well, he somehow had different at­
titudes to what we were doing.
RR: He did have a lot to do on stage. How do 
you think the band will change?
MM: Well, specifically,- his main function as 
it developed was as a singer. For the moment 
we'll be a four piece and Chris and I between 
us can take over the songs he was singing. 
They won't sound the same, obviously, but 
hopefully people will like it.
CC: One thing it will do simply by necessity, 
because I'll have to sing more songs, is that it
will thin down the sound and make it a little 
bit more organised, perhaps make it as a 
whole projection a tighter and more for­
malised thing. We will have to go back to 
simpler constructions and maximise what we 
can do. While Tm singing a song I can't play 
a complicated guitar part and at the moment 
I'll sacrifice playing a complicated guitar part 
so I can sing something. TVnd that's a big 
change.
MM: As it was turning out songs were being 
written that didn't really suit Peter's style 
because he had become less involved in the 
actual writing of them.
RR: Did all that create a lot of tension in the 
band?
MM: First impulse, we needed to record. It 
mainly intended as a demo thing but to do-a 
demo was going to cost us $5-^ 0 to get a tape 
done in the way that we wanted to do it and 
we wanted to do it as best we could. The extra 
money involved in actually releasing it wasn't 
that much, was negligible in terms of giving 
ourselves a chance of getting the whole lot 
back.
RR: How many did you make?
MM: 1100.
MM: The initial intent was to do 600 and we 
went to Sydney and we got a lot of confidence 
from people's reaction so we ordered another 
500, which made 1100.
CC: It sort of exploded when we realised that 
it wouldn't cost us a great deal more to release 
it and when it was produced we thought, this 
sounds good — this is releasable guality. 
Although it's not of commercial guality in the 
terms of big studio stuff it's certainly better 
than anything else anyone has independently 
released in Adelaide. I still think that 
although I see a lot more faults in it now than I 
did then.
RR: What sort of faults?
CC: Production faults mostly.
RR: Which song were you most pleased with 
off that single of Common Knowledge, At the 
Front, Paranoia Pals and Wave Bye Bye. 
That's the most akin to where we're going, the 
others are more akin to where we've come _
'Jo Jo's sizzling talent taped -  at last.’
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RR: You supported the Angels recently, what 
was that like?
CC: It was very frustrating. The technical 
people treated us like what we were, an 
Adelaide support band. They'll turn on a few 
lights and leave them on you. They won't 
work with you because they're preoccupied 
with working on their ownband. From a 
certain point of view that's fair, because 
they've got their own problems to worry 
about. Tknd that was very frustrating, that the 
technical help, that for a band like us really 
makes the evening work, was not for­
thcoming. We supported Mi-Sex recently, 
and after the tales that we've heard they were 
terrific.
DR: Any band that supported the Angels 
would find that, they are definitely and 
irrevocably second.
CC: When I was playing that night I was 
feeling pissed off about it, thinking that this 
just isn't good enough. But somehow when 
they performed it was all justified because the 
amount of concentration that their technical 
staff put into the whole evening makes it the 
brilliant event that it was that night.
MM: When! say them at the Bowie concert in 
Adelaide, I thought, oh poor bastards. It was 
obvious the lack of support they had got from 
the machine. And they were put on in such 
bad circumstances, before it even got dark. 
When we supported them I though, serve 
your right you bastards.
RR: What sort of people do you think Ter­
minal Twist appeal to?
CC:_ Physical intellectuals.
MM: Dancing brains.
CC: It' s not just enjoying yourself. If you go to 
see Terminal Twist you don't say oh good 
time, get off my face and dance my little bum 
off. You expect it's a bit more complicated 
than that,- and you get that, and it's a good, 
time. It's got to be a good time or nothing will 
work.
MM: I don't think when we play , we put 
people at ease. There's always a sort of 
edginess with our relationship with the 
audience.
RR: How do you see the way you dress on 
stage and the whole stage presence, that 
whole image that you have?
MM: To me the visual aspect of the whole 
thing is ô make the music more affective. You 
can look fantastic and play crap music and it 
doesn't help you at all trying to get a visual 
impact which reinforces the music that is 
coming across.
MM: I think in terms of movement Chris and I 
have something in common, sort of a lizardish 
sort of on a rock.
RR: Lizard slink.
MM: It's not a slink it's a flash. Someone 
come's up and it's a sudden flash, mobility, 
sort of sleeping in the sun and then sudden 
movements.
RR: You all write, so that everyone in your 
group has written songs that you perform. 
CC: Or parts thereof.
RR: That's fairly unusual.
MM: It is.
CC: It's all a bit dangerous.
RR: Do you think Terminal Twist has an-ything 
to do -with alienation?
CC: It does for me, because I feel like an 
alien.
RR: How do you see the times now?
CC: What is right at the time is the essential 
thing, but it's just moving so fast at the 
moment. You do know what's going on and 
you can do something but to do that you've 
got to be a little bit mad in what you're doing, 
not just now whiM you're listening to us and 
having a good time but you've got to be a little 
bit mad all the time and when you get back to 
your normal situation you've got to be dif­
ferent.
RR: So what are you about tKeh?
CC: Scream, shout, be twisted.
— John Stapleton
R O A D R U N N R
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The Cars' debut album was released in 1978. 
Critics and public went beserk. It was one of 
the year's big economic and artistic suc­
cesses. Rolling Stone stamped approval by 
naming 'em best new band of '78 and putting 
their mugs on the cover. Like Dire Straits this 
Boston band appeared with a mature and 
definite sound, original material and a clear 
character. Both were destined to have 
troubles following up that initial success.
Dire Straits turned in a pretty duff second 
album and the Cars have, shall we 
say.. .stalled. Critical response to Candy O is 
reserved. Overseas, sales wise, everything's 
O.K. and Candy O has dutifully raced to top 
5 album status. That's not happening in 
Australia. Maybe WEA (Australia) realise 
that this album isn't going to be as big as 
predicted and isn't going to help them out of 
'minor' monetary depression. The album isn't 
appearing in the higher echelons of album 
charts in this country. The single. Let's G o, 
isn't being played every fifteen minutes on 
commercial radio.
The Cars come from Boston which is a city 
on the U.S. east coast, close to New York. 
Why, I wonder, does Boston have such a 
lively and exciting 'scene'? During the 
sixties it flourished and it's currently one of 
the most active music centres in America. 
'Well it's an old city and Harvard University is 
based here. Consequently the population's 
pretty transient. 60% of the people' are 
students and there's a number of radio 
stations that'll play local band's music, either 
as tapes or self produced and made records. 
There's also 4 or 5 clubs where local bands 
can work without having to play covers of the 
top40hits.'
Whereas New York turns out bands with a 
distinctly New York 'sound' the Boston output 
is pretty diverse. There's no two bands alike. 
Occassionally, Ric says, there's a fluke when 
a band like Boston sells millions of records 
without ever playing in Boston. There's a 
legendary Boston club called The Rat which 
’ 'is still the central venue. There's lots of good 
clubs but The Rat is the best known. It's been 
there for ten years. Aerosmith started there as 
did Willie Alexander and all the other new 
Boston bands.'
The Cars also started at the Rat and their 
sudden rise to stardom has reportedly had a
orientated mentality that dismisses so much 
that is vital and innovative.'
Both Cars albums Tiave been produced by 
Roy Thomas Baker, best known for his work 
with Queen, 'Someone told Roy about us and 
he saw us play at a high school gig. We liked 
him immediately and he liked us. He supplied 
the jokes and we suplied the music. He didn't 
interfere with the recording except to make 
the sound cleaner'.
People keep referring to a Velvet Un­
derground influence in the Cars' material -
less obviously catchy/hit single orientated 
than their debut. Ocasek explains the change 
as the ole 'natural progression' but says it's 
pretty hard for him to look objectively at the 
changes. Asked about reports that the bands 
live sound is tougher, rawer and louder than 
the records he replies that, again, it's hard 
'because I never stand in front of the PA and 
I've never watched one of our concerts from 
the audience.'
Smart bastard.
everything and you can do everything in 
cars. It's worst in LA where they even have 
places where you can drive in and have 
someone change your babies diaper.'
What about these girl/car images on the 
album sleeves. Is this a continuing concept a 
la Roxy Music's/groovy and grotesque 
darrisels? 'Not really. We don't like pictures 
of the band on the front cover. We like to 
have a bit of mystique. David designed the 
first cover but we ended up using his design 
on the inner sleeve.
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something I can't detect. Ocasek however 
admits to being influenced by young Louis. 
'When Reed came to the Midwest I hung out 
with him a bit. He came to Cleveland once 
when I was living there and didn't have 
enough money to get out so we saw a lot of 
each other for a month or so.
T really like Reed because he does exactly 
what he wants to do. Either that or he doesn't 
know what he's doing. I don't like everything 
he records but his records are more in­
teresting than just about anything else 
coming out these days.'
The Ocasek all time fave is dear old Iggy 
Pop. 'If there's one ticket you've got to get if
'Actually our records sound more complex 
than they really are. Because we've got two 
lead singers, me and Ben Orr, people are 
interested, when they see us live to see who 
sings each song. We divide it up about 50/50. 
For instance Ben sinqsLet's Go andjust What 
I  N eeded. It's difficult to tell the difference on 
record. I've been playing in bands with Ben 
for eight years now so we know each other 
well and.just decide who'll handle the singing 
on each song best'.
Drummer David Robinson used to be in 
Boston's finest post Remains band (The 
Remains are Boston's finest ever band. Their 
recently reissued album is a MUST for your
BENJAM IN ORR RIC O CASEK
detrimental effect on other Boston bands. A 
survey in November '78's NEW YORK 
ROCKER by Doug Sirnmons argued that the 
'band's sudden rise from the Rat to the arenas 
demoralized many local bands, some of 
whom, like the Infliktors, had been writing- 
and playing for two years or more. Most of 
these bands scorned, at least publicly, the 
monster music-industry and its chart
he gives a concert out there in Australia it's 
for him. He's the greatest rock'n'roller in the 
world. I had a band in Ohio and we toured 
with The Stooges and The Mc5.'
Talking Heads are good friends. Their at­
titude is pretty much like mine — they don't 
liketo -get what they think they're going to 
get.' (Huh? — ED)
The second Cars album seems subdued and
record collection —- I don't care who you are 
— get it) The Modern Lovers. He thought up 
the name The Cars. 'He'd had the idea for a 
few years. It signifies nothing. No it's an 
Thnerican symbol. Possibly the ultimate 
TUnerican symbol. People do all sorts of 
things in cars like screwing in the back seat 
and going to drive-in churches. They're like 
hotels on wheels. In America there's drive-in
'Candy-O's cover is by a guy called Alberto 
Vargas who's apparently famous for his 
calendar art. David's really into collecting 
calendar art and he asked Vargasto do it. 'It 
really goes with the music — the girl is cold 
and ambiguous like the lyrics. You never 
know if you're going to get them or her.'
I play dummy and ask all these questions 
about 'innovation' and whether Ocasek thinks 
The Cars' music is the music of the eighties. I 
get what I deserve. 'Well it's only 4 months till 
ihe eighties and Tm pretty confident we'll be 
around.'
'I think the eighties will be a pretty exciting 
decade. Everyone making music now is the 
product of the 50's and 60's -— two abstract 
decades. Everyone fell asleep during the 70's 
and has had plenty of time to rest in 
preparation for doing exciting things in the 
80's.'
At the time of the interview Ocasek was 
re,sting at home in Boston, sitting in the 
basement of his house, surrounded by Deco 
Tlrt and aiiswering questions from Australia. 
The band are in the middle ot a tour and have 
been given 'a week off the leash.'
Obvious question. Are you gonna tour 
Australia? 'That's a definite tact that we'll be 
touring but we're not sure when. We finish 
the US tour in November and it'll be sometime 
after that, maybe around March. It'd be nice 
to miss winter over here and get two sum­
mers.'
Ocasek talks of the power of radio in the US 
and how it's almost impossible to get 
anywhere without it.'The only alternative is 
TV and that's even more difficult to get on.-It'-dT. 
j^etty encouraging to see that on the 
Tbnerican charts, 40 percent of the people 
are new bands. It's pretty good.'
That's my 25 minutes up and I leave the tall 
gangly Car to his next call. And by the way, if 
the next album from The Cars is called 
Kustom Kar Kommandos, it's my idea. I asked 
Ocasek whether he'd been influenced by 
Kenneth Angers' celluloid satire on the 
development of the Car. He'd never seen it.
Let's Go.
— Stuart Coupe
‘Jo Jo Zep and the Falcons have always been known as a dynamic live act, SCREAMING TARGETS indicates that they have now come o f age as
recording artists ~ a knockout album. ’
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It's not often that on their first-ever public 
appearance a group displays the kind of 
whatever-it-is that you know is world- 
shattering. Whirlywirld's debut gig, at the 
Crystal Ballroom, was not such an occasion; 
but it came damn close.
There were moments in Whirlywirld's 
performance that I would rate as some of the 
best live music I've ever heard. I said 
'moments' because only occasionally did 
Whirlywirld climb to such ecstatic heights — 
they were plagued by technical problems, 
and also, I suppose, a certain nervousness — 
but when they did it was evidence enough to 
convince me of their real capabilities.
It was (at times) a spine-tingling, thrilling 
experience — simultaneously looping and 
pulsating synthesizer lines, insistent 
drumming, soaring guitar work, and, on top 
of it all, some of the most determinedly im­
passioned singing you're ever likely to hear 
in this day and age.
It's electronic music, to be sure; but it's 
electronic music unlike any other. If you're 
one of those people who think that electronic 
music can't sound like anything but Kraftwerk 
' or Eno, or the Human League (who sound like 
Kraftwerk anyway), then Whirlywirld are 
going to make you think again.
I could typically hack justifications of the 
group, like that 'they're respectful of their 
roots while they abandon them', but I 
wouldn't want to cheapen them, or myself, by 
doing that; and to say that their style is a 
'unigue synthesis of ecclectic influences' is as 
equally trite. But I must admit that in trying to 
describe Whirlywirld I am indeed lost for 
words.
I'm aware of the group's origins, and the 
forces that've influenced their evolution, but 
the conclusion they've arrived at — the 
discovery they've made of themselves — 
defies my analytic capacities.
Perhaps all I should really say is that, quite 
simply, Whirlywirld are something new, 
compelling, and important. If all this does 
sound like reactionary overkill — and it may 
.well be, only time can tell — then the only 
thing left to do is let the group speak for 
themselves.
Basically, Y/hirlywirld grew out of Ian 'Ollie' 
Olsen's dissatisfaction with playing in in- 
strumentally conventional rock'n'roll groups, 
where he was forced to compromise his 
ideals.' He 'paid his dues', as it were, with 
the Reals, one of Melbourne's earliest-on-the- 
scene Punk groups (who evolved into the 
Negatives, a Suicide act), and immediately 
prior to Whirlywirld, with , the Young 
"Charlatans. The Young Charlatans were a 
group who 'enjoyed' a very minor cult status 
in Melbourne, and indeed, at the time they 
were probably the most exciting group 
around (with the possible exception of the 
Boys Next Door), and quite conceivably 
could've 'succeeded', if not for personality 
problems. (Fortunately, however, their 
eventual dissolution wasn't a complete loss, as 
their creative impetus continued through 
Rowland Howard, who joined the Boys Next 
Dcxcr, and Jeff Wegener, who's reunited with 
his former comrade, Ed Kuepper, in his new 
outfit, Laughing Clowns). They were, as Ollie 
described them, 'a guitar band', and 
although they were innovative within that 
context, he was growing bored anyway.
Ollie had a lot of ideas as to what he wanted 
to do, but no real idea as to how to do it. 
Meeting John Murphey, however, was an 
inspiration. The then News drummer and 
Ollie, at that stage still in the Young 
Charlatans, discovered they had a lot in
common, and as Ollie said, 'we decided to 
leave our respective groups and form a group 
together'. That was in June last year.
A one-time member soon joined the group 
and then left just as soon, but gradually the 
line-up stabilised, with Ollie, John Murphy, 
Andrew Duffield, on keyboards. Dean 
Richards, on guitar, and Simon Smith, on 
another keyboard. Since then, Philip Jackson 
has replaced Andrew Duffield (who went on 
to contribute synthesizer to the Boys Next 
Door's album), and Simon Smith has left the 
band.
Throughout Whirlywirld's internal 
upheavals one thing has remained constant, 
however; and that's Ollie's determination that 
the group play 'electronically', which, of 
course, is the most immediately striking thing 
about them.
'People are complaining about electronic 
music', he said, 'especially rock'n'roll 
musicians, but I mean they play electric 
guitars — they're playing electronics. It's 
basically electronic, everything they're 
doing, it's very basic electronics though. We 
just take it a step further, we've accepted it.
'I've been interested in electronics from 
virtually the day I started playing music. It's 
something that's always fascinated me, 
because it's the only form of music our 
generation could call 'new'. There are just so 
many possibilities
'It's not like 'oh, let's find a new sound 
today', it's just that tonally and structurally 
and things, everything changes so much'.
Although O llie is adamant about 
Whirlywirld's exploitation of the possibilities 
of electronic instrumentation, he's the first to 
admit they are indeed 'pretty damn naive'.
'I think my biggest influence is my technical 
incompetence. One of the things about the 
start of Whirlywirld was me giving up guitar, 
because I thought — and a lot of people won't 
believe this — that I became too technically 
competanti When I started keyboards it was 
very much a two-fingered thing, and the style 
has seemed to come almost from mistakes.
'Both of our keyboard players are relatively
against is formulae. As soon as we see for­
mulae appearing in our group we try to smash 
them, because it's a waste of effort'.
It's apparent, however, that V/hirlywirld 
songs do have an underlying continuity.
'We are still what I'd call a group that bases 
a lot of it's stuff on repetition', Ollie ex­
plained, 'and just building layers of sound 
over the instrument plays another pattern.
'I would never say we're inventing anything 
particularly. I think what we're doing is new. 
I don't think we'd exist without Punk! It's a 
well known fact — and I'll repeat it — that it 
gave younger musicians an opportunity to 
play, and now it's come around to the stage 
where young musicians are starting to ex­
periment'.
Whirlywirld are unlike many of their global 
contemporaries in that theirs is a very 
emotive music, that thankfully avoids them 
the stigma that (justifiably) surrounds the 
English electronic groups.
Ollie agrees.'I think that's another thing that 
plagues it — that electronic music can't get, 
away from being high-brow, intellectual.
'I can appreciate what people like Eno are 
doing, and like what our local con­
temporaries are doing, but our approach is 
somewhat different, in the sense that I believe 
music should be something that hits you in 
the stomach. And you can't ignore it.
'We don't follow any concious philosophy, it 
just comes out that way. Basically, what we 
play is what we feel.
'We want to make, I supose, a Statement. I'm 
not quite sure what that Statement is, it's very 
very . . . '. He trails off.
Looking to Whirlywirld's lyric content for 
that Statement might only make matters more 
confusing. ^Although Ollie says, 'Most of my 
lyrics are based on what I see, and my in­
terpretation of what I see, I don't have any 
definite views', he will admit, 'It's got a lot to 
do with the sound of the words, it's almost a 
phonetic process, like the voice becomes an 
instrument. Eventually, I'd like to have the 
vocals become electronic too'.
inexperienced, so as they're evolving, 
becoming more technically competant 
musicians, so are the songs. Same thing with 
me — I write songs on a keyboard, and as I 
get better so do the songs'.
Ollie is obviously the mainstay behind the 
group's direction. 'I write the songs, 
basically', he said. 'The songs have a basic 
structure, and we rehearse songs, and people 
come up with new ideas for them. And within 
songs there's an awful lot of improvisation.
'One thing we're deliberately working
Even before Whirlywirld had made their 
debut they'd generated quite an interest 
among Melbourne's 'enlightened' elite, if for 
no other reason than their very reluctance to 
make that debut. Talking to Ollie just prior to 
the Crystal Ballroom gig, he explained their 
apprehension.
'A lot of the members of the group have been 
looking forward to playing, I myself haven't. 
You can put that down to nervousness, but 
that hasn't had any effect on us. The main 
reason being that, we've been together now.
in this format, three or four months, and like, 
the music's not exactly easy to come to grips 
with'.
Whirlywirld's first Missing Link single was 
recorded late last year, before Philip Jackson 
joined the group, and therefore features 
Andrew Duffield. Justifiably enough, Ollie 
considers it to be no real representation of the 
group'that played at the Crystal Ballroom.
'The single was recorded in early October, 
in a very bad studio, under pretty bad cir­
cumstances — we had a lot of problems with 
the engineer, and the producer. It was our 
first time ever in a studio; although it was only 
an 8-track, it was quite a new thing to us. At 
the time we though what we'd got was pretty 
good. Since then I've remixed it.
'But the whole thing is very old-fashioned 
now. We've had two line-up changes since 
then, but the most important thing now is the 
addition of electronic drums. And also the 
fact that musically, as far as songs go, the 
group has progressed a lot'.
Nevertheless, the single has almost sold out, 
and Whirlywirld hope to return to the studio 
soon to record their second.
Right now, Whirlywirld are probably at the 
crucial point of their career. From this point, 
they can make it or break it, and it's largely 
up to them.
They're still reluctant to do what little live 
work is available to them, and while I 
wouldn't like to apply the 'beggars can't be 
choosers' argument to this case — there is a 
question of integrity involved, and that's 
important — surely it's just as important that 
the group be seen.
I respect their ambition not to become 'just 
another pub band', but that's hardly likely — 
they're not exactly the kind of group 
Melbourne pubs want.
Even if live performance isn't their forte ■— 
indeed, Ollie says, 'Whirlywirld would be 
perfectly happy just being in a position where 
we can record' — there's little else they can 
do at the moment.
For their own sake, Whirlywirld must expose 
themselves — because one of their real ^  
problems is the fact that most of their 
development has taken place behind four q, 
walls, and that this has created a distance ^  
between them and their audience. ^
Whirlywirld's Missing Link single is quite ^ 
accessible, but anyone who went to the ,C 
Crystal Ballroom expecting to hear a group c  
like the one captured on those grooves (5
‘SCREAMING t a r g e t s  captures a magnificent sound. It is tightcrisp and as clear as a b e l l -  a superb album. ’
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R O A D R U N N R,
ARE THE DAYS O F INDEPENDENT LABELS NUMBERED?
In London, Chris Willis looks at Rough Trade while in 
Sydney Local Records Vinyl Man Arch Browne talks 
to mild-mannered reporter Stuart Coupe
Rough Trade is a small, pokey record shop 
at the grotty end of Kensington Park Road in 
the South West of London, right in the famous 
Portobello Road Market area. It's a slightly 
unreal area where a lot of things aren't 
exactly what they seem. Tawdry, shoddy little 
shops with proprietors to match, sell the most 
exguisite jewellery and old porcelain, while 
solid, no nonsense looking places with honest 
sincere looking proprietors sell the most 
guestionable furniture as antigues for the 
most outrageous prices. Non pretentious 
austere looking record shops, the type that 
you tend to trust on sight, rip you off blind. 
(An example: 13 ($26) for a ten year old worn 
and scratched copy of the live adventures of 
A1 Kooper and Mike Bloomfield). Rough 
Trade fits into this general scheme of things. 
On the surface it's simply a one roomed 
specialist record shop, stocking a good 
selection of obscure New Wave, Rockabilly, 
and Reggae music, as well as some hard to 
get oldies, all at good prices. But if you 
scratch that surface a little, you find that 
Rough Trade is one of the most active and 
interesting recording and entreprenurial 
organisations in London.
Rough Trade started life in 1976 purely as a 
specialist record shop. Three people, Geoff 
Travers, Steve Montgomery, and a guy called 
Ken decided there was a discrepancy bet­
ween the exciting, live music that was 
emerging with the punks in London's clubs, 
and the staid boring music being played on 
the radio and sold in the shops. So in keeping 
with the activist spirit of the' times, they 
decided to open their own record shop to sell 
this interesting music. But it became more 
than simply a record store run by three 
enthusiasts. In its three years of existence, it 
has expanded from a staff of three to twelve, 
become a mail order firm, a recording 
organisation handling a dozen Nev/ Wave 
acts, and an entreprenurial concern that has 
staged one major national tour and a number 
of smaller ones.
Peter Walmsley, who joined Rough Trade 
soon after it started and now looks after the 
recording side of things, says the progression 
came about gradually but in two distinct 
stages. First came the mail order service. 
"People couldn't get the records we were 
selling at their local shops so they started 
writing in asking if we could send them out. 
Gradually orders for one record became 
orders for ten and the mail order section was 
set up".Then came the recording phase. It 
was only natural in the Heady Days of the 
1976 punk explosion that some of the people 
coming in to buy what were essentially do it 
yourself type records being imported from 
overseas would be doing it themselves in 
Britain. So when they wandered in to browse 
through the records, they'd start talking to the 
various Rough Trade persons, and ask the 
best way to cut a record, land and contract 
etc. As Walmsley says — “We decided that 
seeing we were telling everyone how to do it, 
we might as well do it for the bands ourselves.
» •
* •
The first band that came along when we were 
ready to record, was Metal Urbane from 
France in early 1978. We did a record, but it 
was really just an experiment. It was a good 
record but didn't sell because it wasn't the 
right time". But even though it wasn't 
commercially successful, it did establish a 
Rough Trade Label, and bands that couldn't 
get a hearing from the bigger companies now 
had another alternative independent label 
they could try. As well as hopeful singers and 
groups wandering in and asking general 
guestions on how to be a rock'n'roll star, they 
were sending in audition tap̂ es for the Rough 
Trade label, and Walmsley says the firm 
started hearing some excellent music. From 
the beginning of 1978 to about this time last 
year (no-one at Rough Trade is very good at
Fingers. They had cut a record in Ulster, 
pressed 500 copies, and sent a few to 
RoughTrade in the hope they could sell some 
in England. A little later Stiff Little Fingers 
send in an LP tape, and Rough Trade offered 
to record it for them. A subseguent single 
Alternative Ulster, a virulent denunciation of 
all sectarianism in Ulster, was also recorded 
on Rough Trade and went on to sell 50- 
thousand copies. Rough Trade was on the 
map. Since then Rough Trade has recorded 
23 singles, mounted a major national tour, 
some local gigs (using the label's acts) and 
expanded from a one room record shop to a 
couple of rooms upstairs, that are now used 
for record company business, listening to 
audition tapes and making coffee for the 
increased staff.
exact dates) Rough Trade continued its 
spasmodic recording sessions of New Wave 
bands, without much commercial success. 
But that didn't really matter, because the idea 
of the Rough Trade label was to give the 
groups the opportunity to record what they 
wanted, in the way they wanted, without 
having to coryiform to anyone's pre-conceived 
ideas of what a New Wave band should sound 
like. It was the spirit of a true co-operative. 
The Rough Trade people, who by this time 
knew something about recording, hiring 
studios and so on were sharing their 
knowledge with people who knew what they 
wanted to say but didn't guite know how to go 
about it. Then 12 months ago, commercial 
success did come to Rough Trade, in the form 
of a young group from Ulster called Stiff Little
So what we have is a successful little 
company expanding along the best capitalist, 
consumerist principles. But along with the 
happy expansion, a few contradictions began 
raising their heads. Rough Trade began life 
as a reaction against the mindless con­
sumerist principles of the big companies. It 
wanted to give people some diversity and 
choice, even if giving them that choice was 
not going to earn them packets of money. But 
with the label's increased activity it has had to 
adopt some of the principles of the big 
recording companies. For a start it had to 
expand its staff, thereby running the risk of 
losing the intimacy it had when it started. It's 
also had to .form itself into a limited company 
to cope with the tax payments that have to be
made now that it is a fully fledged recording 
company. Tbid the arrangements with the 
bands, initially made ona mutually ac­
ceptable verbal agreement are now being 
formalised by written contracts. 7U1 these 
changes beg the guestion: Could Rough 
Trade become just like the major recording 
companies, embodying the same mentality, 
on a smaller scale? It is a dilemma that 
inevitably faces any radical venture that finds 
popular aceptance and commercial success. 
The record shows that most take the line of 
least resistance and allow themselves to be 
completely co-opted into the system they 
began fighting. The best example is Rolling 
Stone magazine which in ten years has turned 
from a genuine alternative rock paper into an 
insipid publication whose main aim appears 
to be upholding the music world's status guo. 
The dilemma has not been lost on Rough 
Trade, and the company is taking steps to 
make sure it doesn't succumb. Walmsley-eays 
it would be very easy to follow the accepted 
practice of successful companies and open up 
a few more shops and even their own 
recording studios. But he says there is a 
definite policy against that because any 
further expansion could destroy the close 
contact the members of Rough Trade have 
with each other and with the bands. It is this 
personal contact which has been the major 
reason for the success of the label. Says 
Walmsley, "We are trying to keep it down to 
only a few people working together, because 
the more you diversify things, the more 
complicated it becomes. There's no real 
answer to how we stop adopting attitudes of 
the bigger companies. You just have to rely 
on the people involved. We say we want to 
work in a certain way with the bands, which is 
open and co-operative. The difficulty lies in 
some of the people you end working with". He 
cites numerous examples of un-named bands 
who are trying to exploit Rough Trade as a 
stepping stone to land a contract with one of 
the big companies which can pay a lot more. 
But Walmsley says this is just an occupational 
hazard, and one which can be weathered. 
He's confident the label will remain true to its 
principles, and continue as a commercially 
successful uni!.
What Rough Trade is doing is not new. In 
the late 1940's and early 50's, independent 
labels in America that recorded rhythm and 
blues music that had been ignored by the 
major companies, were one of the forces 
behind the emergence of rock'n'roll. But 
Rough Trade is playing an important, albeit 
small, role in helping to diversify what's 
become a nauseating, homogenous music 
industry. And any attempt to do that, whether 
it be through an independent label like 
Rough Trade, an independent paper like the 
one you're reading now, or even the com­
munity run F-M radio stations that are being 
set up across Australia is something that 
should be welcomed, and more importantly, 
worked for.
— Chris Willis
ILLUSTRATION., 
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‘Jo Jo Zep and the Falcons look like they have hit the bultseye 
with their album SCREAMING TARGETS. In a word it is superb. ’
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R O A D R U N N E- R
LOCAL RECORDS
Arch Brown is an odd creature. Phones up, 
timidly asks if he can call round, confesses to 
being shy, nervous and a little worried about 
calling on a FAMOUS ROCK WRITER. I tell 
• him to shut up and do a trillion normal things 
like making coffee just to prove that having 
your name in print for idiots to take notice of 
your 'words' doesn't necessarily make you a 
creature to be approached with trepidation..
Local Records is the collective title for the 
motley looking pile of singles he hands over. 
He puts them out himself. Pays the bills. 
Distributes them. For varying reasons each 
turns out to be a gem.
Of course, no-one is buying the damn 
things.
The Sheiks, Mopsie Beans, The Worms and 
Paradox are hardly household names . . . not 
even in the hipper-than-thou households of 
Darlinghurst, Carlton and Unley (and 
whatever your Perth, Brisbane, Darwin and 
Woolongong eguivalents are). At least nevv 
that Arch is bringing out an EP from the • 
Numbers things might pick up.
Arch doesn't seem to care. He started 
putting out records at the beginning of '79. 
There have been four, with a fifth on the way. 
For starters Arch used to "hang around 
Regular Records and I learnt about sales tax 
numbers and business mechanics". The first 
record was by some group called The Rejects 
of which nothing-else should be said.
The first official release was Mopsie Beans' 
One Out EP. It has the Local label logo on the 
back but Arch explains that Mopsie's "pretty 
self motivated and eventually she took 
everything over. It's just got my got on the 
back". The EP sounds like a female cross 
between Nico/Ivor Cutler and Robert Wyatt. 
It's guaint, mysterious and totally captivating. 
Four tracks. Unfortunately her press info 
consists of pretentious drivel about how she 
"feels that content is more important than 
style or technical excellence and moreover, 
insists on making a distinction between true 
art and art as commodity,""rejecting the latter 
as anti-human . . . she has developed a fairly 
coherent view of humanity and its doings that 
arises in part out of the New Biology, and in 
part from personal observation . . . "  etc. 
Well meaning but excessively verbose. Great 
record.
Local 1 is a single by The Worms — I  Dig 
The Rain/Let's Call It Quits — which Steve 
Cummings has described as the best in­
dependent record released in Australia. Is 
this because the vocalist sounds a little like 
him?
Recorded last Easter it was simply "an 
exercise in putting a record out". The B-side 
was conceived, written and recorded in less 
than six minutes. The Worms were going to 
be called The Idiots but that'd been used 
before. Tis a simple, catchy song with some 
kind of naive charm.
"I thought I was going to make millions of 
dollars but I discovered you can only be in it 
if you're in it for love or for the music or some 
shit like that". Arch explains.
All the singles bar the Paradox and Numbers 
records have been recorded on Arch's four- 
track tape recorder. He pays all the costs and 
then goes 50/50 with the 'artists' for profit- 
s . . .  of which there aren't many.
Local 2 is the Paradox single. I haven't 
heard this one yet but they're a Western 
Suburbs band "who used to be a heavy metal 
band but have illusions of being new wave — 
they're not". The single was recorded at the 
studios of a major radio station on an 8-track 
machine. Should be out by now.
Local 3 is the first vinyl outing for the 
Numbers. Three tracks — Govt Boy/Private 
Eyes/G uerilla — which capture the band 
adeguately but lack punch, presence and 
excitement. Good songs but could be 
presented better. It was recorded at the same 
studio in Parramatta that produced C'mon 
Aussie C'mon . If any of the singles are going 
to draw attention to Local this is it because the 
Numbers have a muerically respectable 
following throughout Sydney.
Local 4 has The Sheiks growling their way 
through Dylan's Leoparc/ Skin Pillbox Hat and 
three originals by singer Paul Guppies — // 
You Don't See Me No More, When You Bring 
Home Your Pay and / Still Got The B lu es. 
ASlthough recorded in a living room, the 
sound guality and performance is excellent. 
Great gutsy blues singing. They don't come 
from Neeew Yooork and play three chords fast
but they're very, very hiiiiiip, mmaaaan.
The Sheiks were working the Sydney pub 
circuit a year ago: "They fell out with Bob 
Yates. They were going to be his next blondie 
headed boys. He was going to change the 
color of their hair, their image — the whole 
lot. They eventually broke up — or went into 
recess". The old story of not enough money 
coupled with a drummer who makes noises 
about joining the army, an alcoholic singer, 
and two other drug crazed members — just 
another band from Sydney, eh?
300 copies of the Sheiks have been pressed. 
There's 476 Worms, 515 Mopsie Beans, and 
initially 500 Numbers although Tkrch expects 
to repress.
The problem is that the damn things aren't 
selling. Arch occasionally renames Local — 
as Unpopular Records. There was a time 
when anything reeking of cottage industry 
record production would sell out in a lew 
weeks but that's not the case anymore. Tbrch 
reckons people are getting more discerning 
and only collectors are obsessed with getting 
everything. He's still going to keep bringing 
'em out — as long as the costs are covered 
there's no reason to stop.
If Local has a slogan it's — 'turn demos into 
records'. Me, I admire Local — the records 
are varied and interesting and well worth 
your investigation.
Arch's address is: P.O. Box 45, Doonside, 
2767, NSW. Why not send him a tape — 
today's tape might be tomorrow's vinyl.
Oh shut up, Stuart . . .
— Stuart Coupe
A KRASH COURSf: 
IN KEVIN COYNE
Kevin Coyne? Who's he? Aw, yeah, one of 
those English cult figures who never lade 
away. Like Kevin Ayers, or Roy Harper or 
Peter Hammill. What? He's ' coming to 
Australia? Oh well, I better do a krash course 
on Kevin Coyne.
Mr. Coyne is 35 years old, married with two 
children, a situation he described over the 
phone from London as providing "positive 
support". He has released nine LP records, 
two for John Peel's Dandelion label and seven 
for Virgin 'home of the hippies and punk' 
Records. His latest album B abble  is being 
rush-released by Festival to coincide with the 
forthcoming tour. B abble  is the songs from a 
semi-theatrical performance that Coyne has 
been performing since July 1978. The per­
formance ran into a spot of bother in London
recently when i Rupert Murdoch's 'Sun' got 
hold of the programme of the performance 
which said that the songs contained therein 
had been partly inspired by the (in Britain) 
infamous Moors Murderers, Ian Brady and 
Myra Hindiey. This provoked the knee jerk 
'shock horror' headlines which led to the local 
council (which provided an annual subsidy to 
the theatre that the show, was to have seen 
pre^nted at) concelling the whole thing.
Coyne says that the only reason he men­
tioned Brady and Hindley was because they 
were 'gruesome examples of how far 
loneliness can take you'. He considers the 
banning as a further example of how people 
in Britain 'don't like to face up to realities'.
Coyne is very concerned about things like 
communication, reality and compassion.
Strange concepts in these nihilistic days, but 
Coyne sees a common bond between himself 
and the punk rockers and new wavers who 
have come to prominence in the last three 
years. 'It was so refreshing when those bands 
came onto the scene. I may h^ve said it 
before but I think that Johnny Rotten was the 
most exciting performer since Little Richard.
I mean they were so strong and real both 
visually and musically, and they really had 
something to say. I felt that they could only 
help my course because we both had that 
strong element of reality running through our 
work.'
■ there is one thing that I have pursued then 
that is simplicity. That's what punk is all 
about, simplicity.^Actually I would have been 
very angry if I had been singled out".
Why do you think that Britain produces 
artists like yourself, Mr. Coyne?
"I don't know . . . that's a difficult thing to 
answer. Britain is a curious mixture of ex­
treme hypocrisy and extreme self-effacing 
honesty. Performers like myself tend to be 
regarded as oddities. We are given the status 
of cult figures but never anything more. In 
Europe it's completely different. Because we 
do sing about England from a real and 
personal viewpoint wp, are seen as genuine 
commentators. People in Europe are very 
curious about how this island operates. As a- 
result people like myself and Kevin Ayers and 
other fellow spirits are much more popular 
over there than we are in our own country".
It seemed that of the established figures in 
British rock at the time the only ones to 
escape the scathing tongue of the punks were 
the artists like yourself, and Kevin Ayers, and 
others, the artists who had pursued a singular 
vision and hadn't really been absorbed into 
mainstream rock culture.
"Yeah, we weren't singled out, were we? I 
think the reason for that was that most of the 
punks had listened to what I had done, and if 
Do you ever think you could live outside 
England?
"No (laughs). I don't think so. You see, 
although I am very critical of this country 
there are elements of life here that I really 
enjoy and which T don't think you can find 
anywhere else. I mean all the Australians who 
come over here usually end up going back to
Australia".
What is it about England that makes you feel 
that way? Is it the people, the culture, the 
tradition?
"It's definitely not the tradition. Tradition is 
something that causes wars. No it's definitely 
the people. There are an incredible variety of 
people in this country".
Do you consider yourself a 'man of the 
people'?
"Well, that's a cliched way of putting 
it . . .  "
I know.
"But yes. People are the lifeblood of 
everything I do-. And what I do, I do for 
people. I always like to be close to people. I 
don't like the world of showbiz. I'm more 
concerned with communication. I think 
people lose touch with reality when they 
become stars. Fame backs you into a corner".
It must be a hard road to travel, keeping 
your independence from the music business 
while still attempting to get what you want to 
say across to as many people as possible?
"Well I'm not very good at compromising. 
I'm not very good at inventing stories. Sure, 
it's an eternal dilemma, and the way I'm 
doing it is going to take a lot longer, but I 
couldn't do it any other way. I intend to be 
doing this til the day I die so I'm not in any 
great hurry.'
it was as support to Country Joe McDonald in 
March 1977. Many people were to come away 
from the concerts on that tour raving about 
Coyne while hardly mentioning Country Joe. 
This time around, although the tour is small 
scale, Coyne is headlining. Slow, but sure — 
that seems to sum Coyne up. Last time he 
used some taped backing music — this time it 
will be himself, a drum machine 'that virtually 
plays itself', and manager/co- 
producer/sound mixer Bob Ward on oc­
casional guitar. Simplicity personified.
Kevin Coyne has been writing and per­
forming his sogs for over 15 years now with, 
outwardly at least, little commercial success. 
What keeps you going, L asked him.
"A basic need to communicate. To stand up 
and say, 'Look, I exist', and hopefully inspire 
that feeling in an audience, too".
I'm looking forward to seeing him.
— Donald Robertson
"Get us a story on the B-52's", demands 
Robertson on the Editorial hotline.
"Yes sir", replies a subservient 'I know my 
place' Coupe.
It's too short notice to get them on the 
telephone. 2JJ can't help. Apparently one of 
their men in London, Bruce Elder, went to see 
them after recent British concerts and was 
told they were sick, of d_oirig„interview&.
Scri-be scratches’ head and thinks. Flash. 
The bible of hip New York bands. New York 
R ocker, ran a story on the band mid last year. 
Hipper than hip, twas. Written by Richard 
Lloyd of Television fame. OK, most of ya don't 
read NYR so let's take the crux of that piece 
and come up with THE B-52'S STORY.
The B-52's are the current darlings of the 
cool ones. Talking Heads reckon they're the 
only interesting band around. They put out a 
single. Rock L obster/52 Girls, awhile back 
on their own label. Overseas they've just 
released their debut album produced by 
Chris Blackwell of reggae/Island Records 
fame and WEA have just released said album 
in Australia.
The B-52's are: Kate Pierson who sings, 
organs and keyboards basses, Fred 
Schneider sings, plays walkie talkie and toy 
piano, Keith Strickland drums and percusses, 
Cindy Wilson sings, bongoes, tambourines 
and plays second guitar, and Ricky Wilson is 
responsible for a guitar and smoke alarm. 
They play intricate songs with pop music 
pretensions. Lyrics are smart ditties, word 
plays and generally meaningless. Although 
likened to T. Heads, the B-52's are more 
abraisive and monotonal and rely less on 
rhythms than The Heads. It is suggested that 
you listen at first possible convenience.
Keith explains that the name came from “a 
dream I had about a little group that had a 
lady lounge organist. She stems from this Lily 
Tomlin character who plays organ and has 
this big bouffant. In the dream this little 
group that was playing was called the "B- 
52's". Ever since then I thought that was a 
neat name for a group and when we formed 
our group 1 suggested that we call it the "B- 
52's". Everybody kind of liked it because it 
was an abbreviation and it didn't really mean 
anything".
Fred adds: 'W e're really afraid of being 
associated with bombers. 'B-52' is just the 
Southern name for a big bouffant hairdo". 
"And a vitamin", adds Ricky.
The story goes that 52 is a recurring figure 
in their lives. Says Kate: " 'Two' is like 'B' and 
a lot of times if you buy something for the 
band *̂ he change will be $2.52".
Ricky: "And the first time we played at 
CBGB's we got $52".
Fred: "My best friend in New Jersey lives in 
Apartment 52B".
Kate: "Last night we got paid $252".
Next comes an anecdote from Keith about 
building a wig out of chicken wire. "It's the 
world's tallest hairdo. It's only half a wig, 
really, it's a front. We had a girl who was 
about two and'a half feet high wear it onstage 
with a scarf, over the top of it and tied under 
her chin. We just put it on her, pushed her 
out onstage and she started dancin' away. 
Now it's in our studio in Athens".
Athens is a college town in the South and the 
band originated from there. Fred explains his 
background: "I lived in New Jersey and I 
went to college in Athens for forestry. I 
wanted to be a conservationist and donate 
money to conservation causes and then I 
found out that that was a lot of hard work. I 
wore flared pants and they started to call me 
the hippie of forestry.school so then I decided 
to switch to journalism and then I dropped 
out".
Kate "went to Athens in 1973; I studied 
journalism and then went to Europe for two 
years. Now I have a farm in Athens with three 
goats and a garden".
The story goes that Keith met Fred at a street 
dance and then he met Ricky and Cindy iri 
High School. Keith and Cindy got thrown 
out of high school together for trying to cut 
back the lunch hour. Keith tells of Cindy's 
youth: "Cindy was a hood girl. The first time I 
met her I went over to Ricky's house and she 
was coming out as I was going in and she had 
all this white powder all over her face. Her 
hair was red, Anne-Margret style, and she 
had white go-go boots and a little mini-skirt 
and earrings and pink lipstick and she just 
went out and got in the car and shut the door 
and fixed the rear view mirror to where she 
could see herself and just pretended she was 
driving.
. "Oh, it was fascinating. I couldn't believe it. 
She looked just like Angela Cartwright from 
Lost In Space".
In true early and mid sixties interview style 
the B-52's are asked what they want/ed to be 
when they grow up. Fred's fairly clear that 
he's always wanted to be rich and retired. 
He's never wanted to do anything. Kate's 
wanted to be a naturalist, a forest ranger, and 
most recently a singer. "I used to beat on a 
garbage can upside down and play a tuning 
harmonica. My father would tell me it 
sounded awful. I'd say, 'Daddy, don't this 
sound good' ".
Ricky and Cindy used to perform for their 
parents. They used to sing along to Nancy 
Sinatra records. Kate used to do hula shows 
for her neighbors. Keith used to imitate Elvis 
Presley and, later, Jimi Hendrix.
Next, you'll be fascinated to hear, is a 
guestion about their individual rooms. Kate 
explains that she has dresses and clothes all 
over the place and a red dress in front of the' 
window which has light shining through it.
, Wild. Fred has pictures all over the wall of his 
five dollar a. day hotel to cover the awful 
wallpaper. iHe collects "pictures from old 
magazines. World's Fair postcards, buttons of 
the Beatles, Pat Nixon, Queen Elizabeth, 
pictures of Jayne Mansfield and blonde 
bombshells, 3-D pictures of Jesus Christ, 
Apart House Wrestling".
Now I bet everyone's keen to know what 
Apartment House Wrestling is — yeh? Well, 
it's a magazine for people who go to each 
other's apartments and wrestle. According to 
Kate it's very big in Athens. Back to their 
rooms. Picky and Cindy live at home "so 
we're ultra boring. But my father did paint 
stars and a moon on my ceiling".
■'Keith'lives " in  our studio. It used to be a 
mortuary. Our business room used to be the 
blood letting room; it has a canal in the floor".
I guess by now you're hanging out to hear 
how the band was formed. Besides getting 
drunk together the story goes that "we went to 
Hunan's Restaurant , and had Flaming 
Volcanoes and Zombies and Daydreams and 
Coco-Loco's (J think these are exotic 
Georgian cocktails — E d .) and then we went 
over to our friend Owen's house and he had a , 
guitar and maracas and Kate brought conga 
drums. We started jammin in his cellar, 
drank some more and recorded it on 
cassette".
Now for a bit of scam. Just like ELO and, a 
few years ago, Creedence Clearwater, the B- 
52's useta use tapes in concert. Kate says 
"when we first started the band we had all the 
music taped and we used that onstage with 
only Ricky and Keith playing live. Then a 
friend and I bought the Farfisa organ together 
and the band went live".
How do they write songs? "On two of . our 
songs. Hero Worship and 52 Girls, Ricky 
wrote the music and some friends wrote the 
lyrics. Devil's In My Car and Lava were the 
result of all of us jamming. We played the 
songs over and over, taped it and picked out 
the good parts afterwards". Ricky adds that 
Devil's In My Car came about because we 
were riding around one -night listening to a 
gospel program on the radio".
One of the smash hit songs on the Bt52's 
album is L ava. The band claim they got the 
idea from looking in the dictionary. Is this 
true? Fred: I had an idea for lyrics from a 
poem I'd written and I looked under 'volcano' 
in the dictionary and found the word 'lava' 
and Kate and Cindy and I jammed on that 
and wrote the lyrics".
R ock Lobster has been re-recorded for the 
album. It was written by Fred — "I wrote the 
lyrics to that and Ricky wrote the music. I was 
at the 2001 disco in Athens and they were 
flashing all these slides on the' wall — pic­
tures of lobsters, pieces of meat, bubbles and 
'rock lobster' just stuck in my head".
The sleeve of the first single has a picture of 
a little boy with paper plates swirling about 
his head. It's not one of the band but was 
"taken from an old science book of Fred's". 
Apparently if they could play on a television 
show they'd opt for Ed Sullivan's ex­
travaganza and have champagne bubbles, a 
big pool with seaweed, fish floating in front of 
them, planets, pocket books and wigs as 
props.
When it comes to influences they list: 
Captain Beefheart, Yoko Ono, Nino Rota, 
Yma Sumac, the Ventures in Outer Space,. 
Carnaby Street, Julie Christie, Jane Asher, 
mod styles, folk music, Joni Mitchell, Perez 
Prado, African tribal music, Latin music, 
movie sound tracks. Blow Up, etc.
Then there are sex symbol women who 
impressed them. Kate: "Monroe, she was a 
genius . . .  I used to want to look like Buffy 
St. Marie". Fred adds "Charro, Kitty Carlisle, 
Annette Funicello. Well, I just love female 
vocal groups in general. I had a crush on 
Annette when she was on the Mickey Mouse 
Qub".
Of the newer bands the B-52's like Patti 
Smith, Talking Heads, Television. Keith: 
"Patti's first album was real inspiring. The 
Ramones first album too, it's good dance 
music". Ricky: "We saw the Sex Pistols in 
Atlanta. Johnny Rotten Vv'as utterly char­
ming". Keith: "He's a great star".
And are they an art band with a capital A? 
Kate explains that they like to draw and Keith 
says there's no intellectual message they want 
to get across — they're just a fun band.
And in a year what will they be doing? 
"Ponying around the world", says Fred. Too 
true.
Well that was early days. Since then they've 
moved from Athens, Georgia, to New Yorkj 
and are being managed by the same guy who 
manages Talking Heads. They've toured 
England and are poised to crack the big 
time . . . maybe. They've just been a New 
York Rocker cover story and Tom Carson 
expresses doubts about how popular they'll 
become.
Carson writes: "The market they're aiming 
for now is a completely different one, much 
harder to crack, and one where the New 
Wave association is probably more of a 
burden than an asset. In terms of musical 
style, the B-52's don't have much in common 
with punk; they draw on the same early 
sixties, bubblegum and trash-rock 
background as a lot of punk bands do, but 
what they extrapolate from that is completely 
different. And as far as attitude goes, their 
good time, dress-up-and-have-a-party stance 
is in some ways a lot closer to the spirit of 
disco than it is to the insistent belligerence of 
most punk bands. They made their name on 
the punk circuit only because the New Wave 
has gradually become the repository for any 
kind of music that's at all out of the ordinary 
— and a dreary, almost middle-aged in­
tolerance and rejection of anything even 
remotely out of the ordinary is the most 
obvious tendency among the mass audience 
today, to the point that even the B-52's 
greatest single asset — that their stuff is, first 
and foremost, great dance music — may not 
make them as popular as they deserve to be, 
just because its underpinnings are campy 
and intellectual and weird".
So there you go. The B-52's—  fated to be 
ignored for their troubles or one of the few 
innovative and creative bands that manage to 
worm their way through the rock'n'roll 
business and become overnight successes?
I don't need to list the great, exciting in­
novators who've been ignored and forgotten ’ 
for their efforts, do I?
Do I?
— Stuart Coupe^
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looks behind The Knack s Platinum ̂
I shouldn't need to remind you but this 
week's model for ollgo|fepi€k6rf^^T§^^ 
p-bQfi^=fr©HFfeS". ca lled T lie  Knack and the 
first and last chance to meet them in the 
flesh comes at their press conference in 
the plush Library Room at the Sebel 
Town House. The cheerful mood is set by 
the busy and obliging drink waitress, 
and in these comortable surrounds, the 
press conference starts thus:
Four very happy and homogenous 
looking guys bounce into the room all 
but one wearing black ties, and all 
wearing black waiter's pants and big 
sunny grins. They sit down in front of 
their nam e plates, from left to right, 
Prescott, Bruce, Doug and Berton, and 
before you can even say "Who are The 
Knack", a smiling man from EMI gives 
them all a gold record. "Too much!" they 
all chorus looking very flushed and 
flattered, despite a  lurking suspicion 
among the press that the gold discs are in 
fact Angels' leftovers.
tunes JwitKjhe==J^SifeefSf^=^^ son ^  
=̂ ĉ5lled̂  BFD (Big F uckin g  D eal), which 
utilised the hopelessly out-of-key chord 
* combination of, you guessed it, B,F and 
D. This provided some comic relief to 
their own ongoing problems which they
have chosen to be big. reasonably ecstatic, and no one went
'Where would you be without Capitol home with a lock of Doug Fielger s hair.)
The rest of the band are just plain pretty. 
On a different lab el", Averre says no other word tor it, and Berton Averre s
flatly.'
2SM, the biggest in ratings and the most
eventually decided to resolve by simply powerful radio station in Sydney like
forming a band to play in front of girls .. The Knack, too, and just to prove how and , presentation seems almost un- 
God knows why they waited four years much, they got behind them and put on a consciously calculated, if that's possible, 
to do the obvious — their PR doesn t say free show at the Hodern Pavilion starring because as fans, they're so immersed in 
— but that s how it finally come to pass, ybu-know-who, Mondo Rock and the pop cliches that evervthina about their
guitar is the musical highlight of the 
night.
As a whole. The Knack's performance 
a  , rese tatio  see s al ost ­
o  cliches that everything abo t their
They got session drummer Bruce Gary, Australian Crawl. The Hordern Pavilion act becomes almost second-nature. Well,
and he got a friend of his, Prescott Niles, can be a barn at the best of times, but
to play bass and so The Knack we­
re formed in May of 1978.
when they drag all the seats aw ay at the 
front like tonight, it can be a lot of fun for
After only 12 gigs they had a  sizeable rock'n'roll, and the general good time 
following; people like Bruce Springsteen tone of the evening is set by the presence
andRay Manzarek jammed onstage with of num erous young A u stra lian  
them, and by February 1979, CapitoT Knackettes. Like Doug Fiegler says.
Records ha 1 outbid 13 other companies 
to secure their services. Then Mike 
Chapman (see Racey, Blondie, Nick 
Gilder, Smokie, the Sweet, S. Quatro, 
etc.) decided to produce them, and G et
i r i *
"we're not cool, but we're hot!"
Support act Mondo Rock warm up. They 
sound good if just a little sam ey, and the 
most interesting thing about the,band is 
that they all, save Ross Wilson, look like 
weight-lifters. I could have sworn Paul 
Graham was playing bass.
After Mondo Rock, the roadies clear the 
stage while a fat bearded jock from 2SM 
begins a bit of consciousness raising to 
make sure the crowd's at a fever pitch for 
when- The Knack bound onstage. And
that's OK, but there's still lots of bullshit 
that I object to. Like Doug Fielger saying, 
"Aren’t you a great audience", and "a h  
Sydney , . . this is like a dream for me"; 
and then their m anager over to the side 
of the stage wearing a corporate smile 
and a d on 't-forget-you r-frien d s e x ­
pression on his face while holding up a 
2SM sign to jog F ielger's memory. "Hey, 
thank you 2SM! etc", he chortles 
after the first encore. I was thank­
ful for the concert too, but their onstage 
chatter, not unlike their music at times, 
was slick and a little cheap.
Live, The Knack sound a bit rougher 
than they do on record. The songs are 
good but not mem orable. My favorites 
w ere F ru stra ted , L u c in d a  an d  My 
S haron a . even if it does sound , like
sure enough, when they bound onstage P hysica l G raffiti, In fact My S haron a
right on schedule, the excitement is too 
much for a few people, and there are 
scattered screams as the band launch 
. into the manic Let Me Out.
®  The band are dressed exactly the same 
tonight, and the whole effect is em- 
i; phasised by the small amount of 
; equipment, the sparse, bare stage and 
the plain white light show. I mean, just 
take a look. The Knack may say that 
maki ng com p arisons is_ 'm alic io u s 
journalism' but that's only because
provided about the only intense moment 
of the night, as Berton Averre threw 
himself into his solo, and Fielder, his 
guitar hanging oft his back, stumbled 
goggle-eyed around the microphone, 
sweating and squeezing every last bit of 
emotion out of himself and the song. 
They covered two Buddy Holly songs. 
H eartach e  and R av e On, and The Hard 
W ay, a  Kinks' tune off S ch oo lb oy s  in 
D isgrace. Unfortunately, they didn't play 
That's W hat The Little Girls Do. a
y  '■
The next probing question was to be 
"W e ll, then, what are The Knack?" But 
the record company man is again too 
quick. "The record goes to No. 1 at the 
end of the week, or the beginning of nexf 
week", the  ̂ man from EMI smiles, or 
rather crows. By the time you read this, 
the record should be platinum. Mean­
while, back in the U.S.A .. both the album 
and the single are No. 1 and the cover of 
Billboard introduces a story comparing 
the rise of The Knack to the British Tm 
vasionl (Who cares if they're not British J 
— Billboard is probably referring to their 
• corporate strategy ,' anyw ay.) So we'll 
forget the questions for the moment and  ̂
try to make some sense of it some other 
way. Let's start a t  the beginning. :
The K n ack  was subsequently recorded in 
1 Vi weeks for $18,000. "Sharona took 2b 
m inutes to re co rd ", sa y s  F ieg le r . 
"Everything was just banged out in the 
studio. Next time it'll take even less".
Doug Fiegler the singer/songwriter of 
The Knack, has been in and out of bands 
for years, but alw ays, he claim s, with the 
sa m e, idea: to form , a pop group. 
Originally from Detroit, he ended up in 
California in 1971 after his group 'Sky', 
who m ade two record s for 
RCA, broke up. The core of The 
Knack — F ieg le r, lead guitarist and co­
writer; and Berton Averre — met in 1974, 
and in the sam e year. Fielder wrote, on 
his own, . G oo d  G irls Don't and That's- 
W hat The Little G irls Do. The latter was 
written, believe it or not, while he was 
playing bass in a  synthesiser band 
called Triumph in Germ any,
And so after about five years or trying to 
make it from inside the industry, they 
just form a band, and the industry coihes 
racing to them. Then they bash away in 
the studio for a few days, and they have 
a worldwide hit. Sim ple isn't it? And as if 
that isn't e'nough, there's a real live 
backlash in full swing in America. The 
work of one Albert Lee, it's called 'Knute 
the Knack' (along the lines of the anti­
nuke cam paign), and if you want to give 
The Knack some more free publicity , you 
should sign up straight ;away.
Right through their press conference, as 
well as on Countdown, The Knack 
repeated ad nauseam , and to the point
everything about them demands it. From 
about 20 metres back, an identikit fbur-
where I actually  believe them, that their piece pop band bathed in white light 
music^ was only rock n roll. There is  ̂playing short snappy songs against the
After fruitless attempts to get record 
companies interested in their songs — it 
was too much like "novelty music", they 
were told — and working at various jobs, 
Fiegler began playing bass in a band 
called The Rats in early 1978. The Rats 
becam e the Sunset Bombers and they 
recorded their first and last album early 
last year. Fiegler and Averre used this 
opportunity to record one of their own
rock'n'roll"-, says Fielger "It takes from 
the era before and re-invents it. It'  ̂ not 
art; at best it's craft". Fielger and Averre 
are good, pop craftsmen because they've 
been pop fans for years. They put 
songwriters first, and back themselves 
up with an extensive list of their heroes, 
ranging a ll the way from Charlie Parker 
to Nick Lowe with the Brill Building and 
the Beatles somewhere in between.
At the sam e time, they seem to have 
educated themselves about the industry 
side of the music business. It's enough to 
listen to them talk about the successes of 
Peter Frampton and Boston to realise 
that. Besides, where would they be 
without Capitol Records who mounted 
their most ex p e n siv e  prom otional 
cam paign for years for The Knack? It 
could have been for any of the number of 
pop-rock bands recently signed by 
Capitol, but it seems that The Knack
background of a huge black curtain etc. 
looks exactly like a thousand-films and 
photos of the Beatles, to nam e d sem inal 
band, and there would be countless 
others, like the Monkees. Put simply. The 
Knack are riding high and very safely on 
their im age and their hype, and at the 
same time, they can live out all their pop 
star dreams and fantasies. They're ob­
viously enjoying it and who can blame 
them for that?
Up on the stage, everybody's very 
happy, especially Doug Fiegler . His 
leering infectious smile combined with 
his Pete Townsend nose at tirrles lets you 
think, you're looking a t ' hi m through a 
fish-eye lens. Most of the crowd are his 
from the beginning, and he seems to win 
over thousands one at a time with just a 
grin and a wink. (I don't want to give the 
impression of rampant crowd hysteria. 
Let's just sa y  the react i on was
sprightly, irresistible pop melody and 
easily the best track on the album. As far 
as the lyrics go, there's no surprises — 
all, repeat, all are your standard lusty 
teen dream fodder. Makes you wonder if 
The Knack spend their whole life in the 
missionary position, doesn't it?,; ’
There's no logic to it, really..^Why The 
Knack should be No. 1 worldwide instead 
of, say, Nick Lowe or The Records for that 
; rhatter is beyond me. All in a ll, they 
come across as an industry hip power 
pop cross between the Byrds and the 
Raspberries with all four members en­
joying a good old pop star trip along the
I find them vaguely refreshing but 
they're really not good enough to spend 
ages and pages raving about. Let's just 
say that if The ■ Knack were playing 
regularly around town, it'd probably be 
fun to see them once in a while. And 
even if they're not. overly exciting, 
they're a likeable band. Can't say more 
than that now, can I?.; ' ^
- — Richard McGregor
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YOU CAN'T
PUT YOUR
ARMS ROUND
A MEMORY
COMRADES OF WAR, 
THE VISITORS 
THE HITMEN
Stagedoor Tavern, Sydney.
Funny how ti:ne slips away. How easy it is to 
fall in the trap of blaming the stagnancy of 
one-time favourite bands on your own 
progressing years." How hard it is to accept 
that its them up there who are fleeing 
sideways at a dramatic rate, not you. They 
play the same licks for years and you worry 
that YOU are losing touch. Ha! And while 
Radio Birdman was a more all-consuming 
influence on my younger days than Gary 
Glitter and puberty combined, that was then 
and this is now and with those days lost in 
history, the prospect of an 'almost' reunion of 
Sydney rock's founding fathers reads as 
unthrilling on paper as it turns out to be in 
practice.
There's little doubting that Radio Birdman 
would have been where the Angels are now if 
they hadn't been so patently wary of 
overground fame. They were the first and, if 
my worn shoes do not deceive me, the best 
band in Sydney at a time when live music was 
"Smoke On The Water" and satin trousers. 
They were the original force behind at least 
the first abortive generation of local punk, 
namely The Hellcats and the Psycho- 
Surgeons — the former a directionless but, at 
the time, diverting all-covers band com­
pletely in Birdman's shadow and The 
Psychos, although hung up on Ramones 
basics, nonetheless our first actual punkish 
rockers. These two bands, along with Bird- 
man, formed an elite Sydney jock mafia 
which, though reduced in influence because 
of the healthy diversity of venues and bands 
born since then, to this day holds morbid 
sway over that still devoted audience thriving 
on memories of Taylor Sguare and "Metallic 
K.O." T-shirts. My interest in this waned long 
ago, BUT could I resist The Visitors' last visit 
before Deniz Tek racked off to America for 
good, especially when the bill also includes 
the Hitmen and a mystery band called (wait 
for it) Comrades of War (that Donnie 
Sutherland in his authoritative Sunday rock 
column assures us is going to be yer actual 
Radio Birdman) Well, yes I could but I went 
anywayl
Egad, it's like Anzac Day in here — the well- 
trodden boards of the Stagedoor Tavern as 
stoic as the Cenotaph, the crowd motley old 
diggers proudly adorned with antigue red and 
black badges of courage bn their expectant 
chests, and the tragic legend of Radio Bird- 
man lurking up above, a war-like spirit 
waiting to be exorcised. Make no mistake, the 
formidable crowd is here to see a once-in-a- 
lifetime reunion gig, not the Death of The 
■ Visitors as the typically gross eagle-of-doom 
posters around town have officially dubbed 
this glorified wake. Anything less will be a 
waste of effort. Hand-written signs outside 
assure us that the Comrades of War and 
Radio Birdman are not the same band, 
dampening that tinge of suspense to idle away 
the hours, but then again maybe that's some 
whacky militaristic manoeuvre to throw us off 
guard. Exciting is not the word.
First up are The Hitman, no longer with Ivor 
Hay on drums and with a different bass- 
player, but still sounding the same. Johnny 
Kannis as you may remember was one half of 
the Glutonics (along with Visitors' singer 
Mark Sisto), a bit of light entertainment in the 
often incredibly heavy-going of Birdman at 
their most aggressive, dancing stupid and . . - 
singing flat but doing it deliberately and 
doing it well. His big break and finest hours 
were in the first few Johnny and The Hitmen 
gigs, virtually just him frontyig Birdman, with 
Hellcats guitarist Charlie standing in for 
Deniz Tek and with great vocal assistance 
from Angie Pepper (now leading The Pass­
engers). Excellent professional pop. When 
Birdman went to England the Hitmen went 
Farfisa organ rock for about two weeks and
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were great, but when Birdman split up and 
started filtering back to the home country, 
first Chris ’ Masuak then Warwick Gilbert 
joined on guitars and suddenly The Hitmen 
were a serious proposition. Nowadays, it's 
\ VERY serious — everyone in black and very 
low on humour. They barge through a set of 
morose consistency, high on faceless 
aver age-Flaming Groovies pop but low on 
highlights. Some good riffs but not many. 
Their new singleD/dnT Tell The Man, is an 
adequate example of their set. Times it by 15 
or so, add a little live dynamism from Masuak 
whose soloing particularly has improved, and 
you've got a Hitmen show. Gain ten marks for 
wanting to leave Birdman days in the past, 
lose five for not being able to do it. ■ t
Between sets, as the P.A. dribbled forth 
recordings by old codgers like Jggy Pop and 
Blue Oyster Cult, one contemplates the effect 
Mr Pop's expressed loathing of Radio Bird- 
man on record had on this hysterically 
Stooges-conscious community. Will Deniz 
Tek be able to show his face in Detroit again? 
Will Whirlywirld get the Pop support sport, 
or will life continue as always?
Back in the real world, 1 clap eyes on Deniz 
Tek onstage for the first time since Birdman's 
farewell extravaganza at the Paddington 
Town Hall in December 1977, and listen to 
the Visitors for the first and last time ever. On 
drums, Ron Keeley, keyboard Pip Hoyle, 
vocal Mark Sisto and the organ player out of 
the lineup of the Hitmen on bass. The incest 
. goes on. Not surprisingly, The Visitors are' 
corny as hell and boring as purgatory, 
running the gamut from pompous dramatics 
to vacuous yeah, baby, alright nonsense. It's 
so hilarious to watch all these tough sneering 
leather freaks sing the lyric of Let's Have 
Some Fun , even dragging special guest Peter
Tillman of the Lipstick Killers (haven't 
forgotten Filth yet) up on stage to join the 
already overblown line-up of serious bods 
going yeah, yeah as if they mean it! Cannot 
relate to this at all. Music of this type lives and 
dies on its ability to be desperate, and the 
Visitors aren't (weren't). After four songs I 
retired to the back to drink and talk.
. The Visitors have an,EP out soon, and it will 
doubtless be a fitting testimony.
The big moment arrived. The lights are, 
cancelled, collective breaths are drawn in 
anticipation of a rock time-warp, back to best 
forgotten days of hope and sore ankles when 
sucker kids revolved lives (well, weekends 
anyway) around the Oxford Tavern without 
any choking sense of history, simply using up 
boundless energy, worshipping guitarists, of 
all people, and having, ahem, a good time. I 
shamelessly admit to being the second ever 
person to join the Radio Birdman Fan Club, 
so I gotta right to find amusement in this 
moment and all its dubious pretensions. 
Forget it, folks, it's gone and has been for a 
long time, I think idly, thrilled beyond 
movement as one by one the old faces line-up 
on stage, all except for a man who earns my 
undying gratitude for not turning up — Mr 
Rob Younger. Who knows, maybe he wasn't 
even asked, but he was seen hanging around 
earlier in the evening so one can only 
presume that he didn't complete the matched 
set for ethical reasons. Whatever, there is an 
empty space centre-rriike inadequately filled 
by Sisto and Kannis, two men blatantly 
stylised in the same old Detroit jutting jaw and 
Pop-dancing mould that Younger perfected 
and all these extras palely mimic.
So it's Birdman without the man. Despite 
myself, little nostalgic ticks are evoked by the 
opening couplet of 1-94 and Hand Of Law ,
but these are smothered by a dreadful 
Jumping Ja ck  Flash, sung by Tek. M ore Fun, 
Let The K id sD an ce  and Surf City played 
back to back sound like one long fun boogie 
with their almost identical structures. Chris 
Masuak, voice croaking but guitar alive,, 
struggles valiantly through his old showpiece 
Walk Don't Run, while a very sloppy Man 
With The Golden Helmet turns into a small 
scale disaster when Sisto starts; singing before 
the organ break is finished and receives an 
icy stare from Tek for his troubles. The vocals 
. throughout are ghastly and the band less than 
tight, but there was the odd good bit — 
notably SmiYA an d  Wesson, Non Stop_ Girls 
and What Gives, which managed to sound 
special despite the surrounding Event. The 
people went silly in the long Quo build-up to 
Monday Morning Gunk but one couldn't help 
seeing that they would have loved anything, 
cheering madly at horrible versions of Burn 
My Eye andAb the P op . Trivia fans might like 
to know about the two old new songs written 
in England but they hardly bare mentioning. 
No prizes for guessing the encore. 7U1 these 
people screeching Yeah Hup and shaking 
fists, just like when I was a lad, looked really 
very peculiar. I had that sinking feeling down 
in the stomach as the chanting reached 
Nurembergian levels of daft devotion and 
mania. The kids are taking their sweef time 
starting this new race. What was once upon a 
time an incredibly naive but just fathomable 
belief sounds more and more like another 
three chord rock song every day. The 
alienation complete, I happily left halfway 
through a pitiful second encore of L.A. 
Woman.
You can't put your arms around a memory 
but it CTkN commit suicide.
— Peter Nelson
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Yet another gig in The Thought Criminals 
S preading Them selves A Bit Thin tour 
lumbers forth. A depressed Wednesday 
evening idled away in a sparsely populated 
Stagedoor Tavern, and as has often been the 
case lately, the support bands get the better 
of it — if not in elusive handclaps at least in 
bodies listening. Eyelids droop as midnight, 
midweek, approaches The Ugly Mirrors have 
already stolen the show.
With an EP out and selling, and debts to 
pay, The Thought Criminals have over the 
past few months gone for brok-at one stage 
playing as often as five times a week at 
various inner city venues within ten minutes 
walking distance of each other, an incredible 
situation for a band that up until very recently 
had trouble finding anywhere outside the 
punk-historic Grand Hotel that would take 
them and their.. .umm.. .devoted fans in. And 
while one can't help but wonder the long­
term damage this drastic over-exposure in 
such a confined area ‘will have on the band's 
formerly dependable kamikaze following, 
their ensuing benefaction has miraculously 
opened the once unrelenting doors of 
cautious (but fabulously Famous) venues 
such as the Civic and the Stagedoor to a flood 
of new names and faces filling the spaces at
THE UGLY MIRRORS
the bottom of the bill. 12xu, Popular 
Mechanics, The Products, Moving Parts, 
Seems Twice, Idiot Savant — new bands at 
varying stages of development, mostly pretty 
dreadful but all giving rise to an at least 
slightly more bearable future. But if nothing 
else comes of this sudden shakey splurge, the 
birth of The Ugly Mirrors (which would have 
happened anyway) will have made it worth 
bearing.
Centre-stage, barely moving but com­
manding attention, stands short bottle-blonde 
high-cheekboned David Virgin — the singer. 
His voice reminds some minds of Lou Reed, a 
similarly breathy tuneful mumble, only 
deeper — while various people have various 
theories on his nervous nonchalance, 
movement restricted to the occasional 
crossed leg, idle finger snap, thin-air punch 
or calculatedly dramatic cigarette drag. 
Cold-as-ice posing at its most suspiciously 
winsome, but it works. If nothing else, he fits 
with effortless confidence into the ruthless
characters that dot the lyrics. — Puppy 
love/pu ppy b leea /p u p p y  get what puppy  
n eed .' You better believe it.
The coolly sinister romanticism of The Ugly 
Mirrors is drastically at odds with Virgin and 
guitarist Danny Rummouf's previous musical 
employ — the thundering germaniacs SPK. 
Both played on the two singles and both 
appeared live — but as this was hardly a time 
consuming proposition (SPK only ever played 
twice that I know of), they had plenty of time 
to develop this group at the same time. More 
significant roots lie in Virgin's band of last 
summer. The Broken Toys, poppy songs but 
sloppy band. A couple of Broken Toys songs, 
including their title piece, survived the 
transition to the Ugly Mirrors. They have 
been refined and because of Rumour's 
estimable technigue (a bit flashy but 
melodically brilliant), are better controlled. 
And while the Mirrors' laudable lack of 
volume and performers angst - as in Genius is 
Flaunting Pain -leads some of the ungrateful
audience to whine about a lack of 'energy', I 
have found for myself in the likes of Charity 
and Jacky's S ecret as satisfyingly smart a 
bunch of hooks as I've heard all year. Never 
trust the masses even when there are only five 
of them.
Gossip has it that these guys have set their 
sights high, babbling about school-boppers 
and unanswerable Meldrum interviews (a 
slightly more likely whim what with ludicrous 
La Femme hogging the screams and screens 
of a nation. All they need is a little corporate 
corruption — i.e. a record contract — and 
they are home and hosed. The songs are 
there - commercial without grating, inex­
plicably attractive without being nice — the 
look is there, the attitude is there, we're here 
and we're ready and they're waiting. The 
speed with which they broke in the current 
drummer after their disastrous debut at 
Garibaldi's in June when the original bloke 
screwed up every song and got booted out 
quick smart, only two weeks later turning in a 
great set with the new line-up, seems to in­
dicate there shall be no mucking around 
tolerated.
The best new group in Sydney. You can 
dance to it.
— Peter Nelson
Radio Station 4ZZZ are truly wonderful. 
Really, they make life in Brisbane wor­
thwhile. Besides filling the airwaves with all 
the sounds of the modern world, they've 
given Brisbane a standard of rock and roll 
entertainment unheard of since the great 
days of the late 60's. Well, at least that's what 
the older folk around town tell me. I must 
admit, I was still in short pants during the late 
60's, so I'm not inclined to argue.
Anyway, Triple Zed have really hit the jack­
pot this time. They've gained a lease on a 
giant ballroom called Cloudland and every 
weekend, they turn it into the best live venue 
I have ever seen. Since it opened, Cloudland 
has played host to The Angels, Jo Jo Zep, Split 
Enz, Dr Feelgood, XTC, Lobby Lloyd and the 
list goes on. And every weekend, the bands 
have ripped it up in front of as many as 3000 
people.
Cloudland is massive, about the size of a 
soccer field (I exaggerate only a little) and 
thankfully, - the bouncers keep a com- 
mendably low profile. Really though, it's the 
atmosphere which counts. Never have I been 
able to walk 100 metres and meet so many 
friends. When Dr Feelgood headlined on 
Saturday, July 21, the ballrooom was packed 
and ready to dance and dance music was 
what we got. Dr Feelgood turned out to be the 
sweatiest, greasiest band I have ever seen. 
Lee Brilleaux's rapport with the audience was 
complete, John Mayo prowled the stage like a 
wounded lion and the crowd went nuts. I 
think Dr Feelgood should never be con­
sidered in any context other than as a dance 
band. When you are drunk and dancing, 
straining to get closer to the stage, battered 
and sweating unfashionably profusely, they 
are great — in fact, the best.
RIPPING UP CLOUDLAND
Dragon and Brisbane's Humans opened for 
the Feel goods and, well. Dragon were quite 
disappointing. I will admit a certain ad­
miration for Dragon, though. Live, I thought 
they generally toed the line and on record, 
they produced the best string of pop singles 
by any local band since Skyhooks. But that 
night they left me cold. Ironically, they are 
attempting the same style of music as Dr 
Feelgood, heavily R & B influenced, but their 
ever so slick, polished approach turns them 
into a parody of the real thing. Their best 
song was their latest single Love's Not Enough 
and only because it sounded most like the 
Dragon of old. Their front line of Paul 
Hewson, Billy Rogers and Richard Lee is 
disjointed and lacks any real punch. I know 
it's horribly unfair to compare the new 
Dragon with the old, but what else can I do? 
To my mind that's where they should be, 
continuing that great run of pop singles, not 
producing their current basket case music. 
I'd say no progression is better than a 
regression. Well the song writers are still 
there. I hop>e the new album surprises.
On to the big one. July 28 and XTC are 
headlining in front of the biggest crowd of 
their Australian tour, over 3000 people. But 
before they hit the stage, two support bands 
line up. Both from Sydney, the Numbers and 
Flowers had their oppxjrtunities in front of the 
biggest crowd they're likely to come across in 
Brisbane.
The Numbers played first and were nothing 
short of depressing. Is this what the New 
Wave has come to? The brother and sister 
spearhead of Chris and Annalise Morrow 
posed and pranced their way through 
assorted cover versions like Still Competition 
by Cheap Trick L?oxonne by the Police and 
M ister Clean  by the Jam. There was no 
cohesion, no thought even, in their selection 
of songs, which as it turned out in the end, 
didn't really matter because they managed to 
make every song sound like Van Halen. This 
may all sound too harsh but I can make no 
excuses. I believe for a band taking a New 
Wave stance, they have totally missed the 
point. The Numbers are as far removed from, 
say, a band like News, as News are from 
Shirley Bassey. I use News as an example 
because they toured here three weeks earlier 
and really Imocked me out. They had their 
convictions and really stood behind them, but 
they never rammed politics down anyone's 
neck. They stand for fun, in fact they look like 
they're having a hell of a good time on stage. 
They're fast, danceable, original and I would 
guess "star" is a word missing from their 
vocabulary com pletely. Flowers, to a 
certain extent I feel, warrant the same 
criticism as the Numbers. When they finished 
their set with A narchy in the U K. and 
hundreds of weekend punks went bananas, 
the whole spectacle became a cheap parody 
and I felt thoroughly embarrassed lest a
member of XTC saw the whole*-thing and 
decided this was what modern Australian 
music was all about. Still, Flowers have a 
bunch of good originals in the Bowie/Roxy 
Music mould and a very professional guitar, 
bass, drum and keyboard attack so I guess 
they'll come through okay.
Alright, just to prdve I'm not down on 
Australian bands. I'll skip XTC and go right 
on to the next Joint Effort featuring Mental As 
Anything, Lobby Lloyd and the Coloured 
Balls and the Riptides. Enough has been and 
will have been written abou' '! C without me 
adding my two bob's worth, suilict ,ty they 
were magnificent.
August 10 and Lobby Lloyd and the 
Coloured Balls provided a dose of pure 
nostalgia, massively distorted -acid rock. I 
loved them. But Mental As Anything were the 
true stars of the show. They come on like an 
Australian Sha Na Na but with an edge that 
belongs to the modem world. They dredge up 
wonderful old chesnuts like Pretty Woman 
and dose them liberally with their own 
exuberant charm. Then they produce an 
original like CYO D ance or The Nips A re 
G etting B igger and sound just as good as any 
cover version. Guitars go out of tune, people 
fall over and you are hooked forever. Mental 
As Anything have many of the same qualities 
which make News such a delight to behold. 
They're currently receiving airplay on at least 
one local commercial station, the fast im­
proving 4IP. So if this is an Australia-wide 
trend, big things could be in store for the 
Mentals.
Heaps of great bands, three excellent Joint 
Efforts with more planned for the rest of the 
year. Hail, hail 4ZZZ.
--- Scott Matheson
I've been trying to sort out some of the little 
groups around town of late —- and bumped 
into a few worthwhile acts who'll no doubt be 
international names soon. That's the way 
things go here, what with Tubeway Army 
making it to No. 1 and the lead singer/- 
songwriter getten a sudden burst of modesty § 
& changing the name of the group to 'Gary 
Numan'. So we plunge back into the depths of 
of pubs & clubs for some fresh faced talent.
First up for the gong — Perfect Strangers at 
The Bridge House, Canning Town (out in the 
east end, where bovver boys still liv): a very 
strange mixture of the interesting and plain 
awful, like a lot of bands on the way up (or 
standing still, for that matter). The line up was 
more or less normal; two guitars, one bass, 
one drummer, one singer (lead). One 
guitarist was very hot and basically played 
hot solos non-stop, which seemed to have the 
effect of sending the rest of the band over to 
the other side of the rather large stage. I liked 
him, actually. The other real point of interest, 
apart from the bass-player's skin-tight 
leathers, was the lead singer, who had a 
really well developed sense of the stage.The 
band had been vamping on a riff for a few 
minutes when he stalked on stage in Bowie 
gear, a la 'David Live', sunglasses poised & 
sneer on the lips. Very good. He had quite an 
attractive voice which in many ways didn't fit 
with the music — rather unadventurous 
' heavy metal.
Some of their lyrics were really quite 
imaginative & the only offputting thing was 
that they actually did a song called P erfect 
Strangers — although it was quite fitting in a 
way as the singer often looked as if he was in 
another band. If it wasn't for his really quite
LONDON
effective presence on stage you could 
basically write this band off as another 
version of Judas Priest, who in their own way 
are another version of (fill in your own HM 
name). He was .irritating, arresting, up 
himself, but in the long term, worth it. I just 
wonder if he'll stick with them. If he does, 
they'll no doubt be heard of in Oz next year.
So, whisking you all off magically by means 
of the wonderful medium of print to North 
London & the Famed Hope & Anchor (scene 
of Dury's early triumphs of blood & sweat) in 
Highbury, we come across another struggling 
but hopeful unit; The Physicals. I went to see 
them on one of those terrible hot humid 
evenings so typical of London in late summer, 
the place was like The Kingston in January 
with the Central Heating stuck on. It didn't 
seem to faze the band, who were pumping it 
out at a great rate: their ..sound was im­
mediately 5 years newer than Perfect 
Strangers, and their sax player, who 
managed to keep a trilby hat on all thru, 
despite the heat (was he bald?, I thought; or 
an admirer of Jeremy Thorpe?), was using 
nice A.D.T. & harmoniser effects in judicious 
places in the songs. The beat was strong & 
basic, even if the very young drummer did 
get a little too excited at times, and the 
singer, looking like a blonde Bob Geldof, had 
an exciting voice with plenty of gravel and 
bite. Even so, what lifted them out of the 
furiously mediocre bracket for me was their
guitarist (certainly their songs didn't), who, 
though looking unfortunately like someone 
who'd be more comfortable over a beer at a 
take-away Wimpy Bar circa 1962 somewhere 
in California, played some very impressive 
and perfectly apposite rhythm & lead work. 
The place was very respectably full, though it 
was a Saturday night, and the reception very 
warm, resulting in a not-really-deserved 
encore. It seemed typical of the sort of thing 
that happens here — people are so starved of 
good, enjoyable music in London on this 
modest level that they'll go quite fruity over 
something closer to o.k. than anything else. 
But it's the same old song. Complain? — not 
me, chief. At least with The Physicals it's 
quite easy to feel generous about their hopes 
& wish them well on their maiden support tour 
of the U.S. soon. They can play some nice, 
blusey, gutsy stuff that sounds like today.
Which more or less states why I prefer The 
Switch (nee Red Square), who do ail those 
things, but with real tension & commitment, & 
the singer was a big, young & burly ex-bikie 
type who looked good in his rassed to carry it 
off. He really was quite endearing, especially 
as he had a gruff, attractive vocal attack. His 
ex-flying jacket was respectably dilapidated, 
& he kept shooting quick glances to his 
guitarist, who was playing up a storm on a 
combination of Fender Strat, foot pedals & a 
neat little Marshall stack. He had shades on 
too, and was going bald, but still managed to
look sharp & purposeful. The music itself was 
simple and colourful: as much as you'd 
expect from the 'basic gtr/bs/dr/vcl line-up 
playing pretty simple major-chord stuff, but 
the enthusiasm and lack of pretense, com­
bined with their raw ambition and drive for a 
response from the audience was immensely 
refreshing. The fact that they managed this in 
Deptford of all places was also rather 
pleasing, in an odd sort of way.
. The headliner band for that particular night 
was one with an impossible name, 
'Splodgeness Abounds' (try saying it a few 
times - see what I mean), who at least have a 
slogan which goes someway to make up for it - 
'Splodge is pathetic'. They advertise their 
gigs as 'Splodgenessabounds; being Pathetic 
at (say), the Albany Empire, Aug. 18th' etc. 
Quite nice - also quite accurate. They 
specialise in off beat humour with two girls 
who wear the currently fashionable split skirts 
and sing harmonies when, they can find the 
microphone. The music itself intentionally 
leaves a lot to be desired (hence the slogan) 
but with a fair share of luck and a reliance on 
the audience's good nature they can pull off a 
good gig at short notice. That's more or less 
what they did that night. Funny mixture, but 
.different and that counts for a lot these days.
I guess in some ways this is a perverse 
column, writing about unknowns when Dury, 
Dire Straits, the Who etc. have been tearing 
the town apart. But since you know all about 
them by now, why not talk about unknowns. It 
seems just as sensible as anything else at this 
stage. But then rock'n'roll isn't supposed to 
make sense, is it? Is it? All I know is I'vq got a 
lump in my throat after writing this and I'm 
not at all sure why.
— Keith Shadwick
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DR. FEELGOOD^
PRESCRIPTION FOR THE TREATMENT 
OF ROCK’N ’ ROLL ADDICTS.
TAKE ANY OF THESE 7 ALBUMS 
AND PLAY 3 TIMES DAILY_________
DR. FEELGOOD'S 
LATEST TREATMENT
“AS IT HAPPENS” 
36954
featuring the single:—
'^AS LO NG  A S  THE PR ICE  IS  R IG H T "  
b/w
"DOW N A T  TH E (O THER) D O C T O R S '
in K 7498 P R IV A T E  PR A C T IC E  36688
IMBMIBISRKSraS
ON RECORD AND TAPE
IT'S THORPIE!
CHILD OF THE SUN» 
with his new album
CHILDREN OF THE SUN
SINGLE AND ALBUM  
CURRENTLY BULLETTING  
UP THE U.S. CHARTS
CHILD R EN  OF THE SUN 36980
ft glimpse into 
our future
, PASHA P«OOUCTlON visionary musk
ALBUM OR CASSETTE
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RENALDO AND CLARA
Film is an undeniably powerful medium. A 
technological assault on the senses capable of 
making the viewer laugh, cry or tremble in 
degrees he or she may have never previously 
experienced. It is the potential of the medium 
that makes it so exciting and  popular, the 
potential to take the viewer on a journey of 
indeterminable scope, danger or destination.
Written and directed by Dylan himself, 
Renaldo an d  Clara features the Rolling 
Thunder Revue in real, acted and surreal 
situations, on stage and on the road across 
America. Whilst words and music are un­
deniably potent in the hands of Bob Dylan, 
.celluloid is not. Flow and pacing is poor or 
non-existent. To a large degree. Director 
Dylan cuts his own throat — just as a scenario 
is sparking or a rap is building in momentum, 
Dylan will cut to another totally unrelated 
aspect/outlook of the tour. Thus the viewer 
has to instantaneously absorb/assimilate a 
bewildering barrage . of symbolism, 
surrealism and heavy  raps from assorted 
actors, luminaries, musicians, the myth 
himself and assorted examples of 'the man in 
the street'. This is the over-riding problem of 
the film — rather than enjoying the film the 
viewer finds himself editing the film i.e. 
sifting for the thread,'the message, in fact the 
point of the four hour film.
The sole segments that achieve acceptable 
standards of entertainment or enlightenment 
(surely the very things we expect from 
ccinema?) are Dylan and the Revue cap­
tured on stage at their original calling — 
being musicians! However live footage ac­
counts for only about 20 per cent of this 
meandering marathon. Additionally if you 
don't know Allen Ginsberg or Michael 
McClure from a' roadie tedium will soon set 
in.
Distressingly, one comes away from the 
cinema, illuminated on one certain point in 
regards to Mr. Robert Zimmerman — he is a 
supreme egotist. Dylan, bare-chested and 
aloof, while innumerable women fawn, fight 
and flee after him, fodder for his fantasies.
I find it guite ironic that Dylan has spent so 
much of his time and money to produce a film 
that reduces his stature from being con­
sidered peerless to appearing guite pathetic. 
However, Dylan's meglomania will un­
doubtedly blind him to this fact, meglomania 
that will have film-goers and especially  film­
makers weeping over such irresponsible 
abuse of the film medium.
— Peter Paul Bakowski
Things are not at all well in the Australian 
film industry.
It was originally intended that this month's 
column would concentrate on locally made 
films, but events have overtaken that idea. 
During the first couple of weeks of July, no 
less than nine Australian-produced movies 
premiered in Sydney (The Last ofthe 
Knucklemen, Cathy's Child, M ad Max, In 
Search o f  Anna, Lost Weekend, Snapshot, 
Felicity, Dimboola and The Night, The 
Prowler). By the time of writing (mid-August) 
only one of those films — the bristling, ex­
ploitive M ad Max was still screening in the 
city. As I said, all is not well vdth Australian 
film. The malaise has something to do with 
financing, promotion, distribution and talent 
(a combination that will be familiar to 
followers of the evolution of Australian rock).
Because of the death of local films currently- 
being screened, we've once again had to turn 
to the overseas product for the subject of 
reviews.
The China Syndrome, riding the wave of 
publicity thanks (if that's the correct word) to 
the fact that its central theme deals with the 
possibility of a nuclear melt-down similar to 
that which almost occurred during the Three 
Mile Island incident, is a film with two 
motives. Firstly, it attempts to draw our at­
tention to the potential danger of nuclear 
power and secondly, it seeks to apportion the 
blame for that danger at the feet of socially 
irresponsible energy conglomerates. On the 
first level, it succeeds with harrowing ef­
fectiveness; on the second it is somewhat less 
successful. The China Syndrome is, con- 
seguently, an important yet fundamentally 
flawed movie.
Basically, The China Syndrome is plagued 
by the same crude overkill which left Jane 
Fonda's previous effort. Coming Home, 
structurally unsound: it abounds with half- 
assed conspiracy theories and knee-jerk 
liberalism which eventually — in the film's 
major, penultimate scene — stretch 
credibility beyond the breaking point. Had 
director, James Bridges allowed the audience 
to point the finger of blame rather than 
hamfistedly concoctinga group of cliched 
conspirators as the badies. The China 
Syndrome would have lost none of its impact 
and would have been a far more effective 
film.
But despite this clumsy overreaction, the
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movie remains a rivetting experience. The 
last half-hour is guite likely the most intense 
few minutes of film we have seen for some 
time. With Jack Lemmon giving an' 
outstanding performance, supported by 
sturdy efforts from Jane Fonda and Michael 
Douglas, director Bridges deftly builds the 
film towards its stunning climax. Few films of 
recent vintage, have displayed such a steady, 
balanced control over emotional tension as 
this one. It will, in all probability, leave you 
speechless, yet never does it descent into 
cheap melodrama.
Thus, despite its flaws (essentially, good 
intentions allowed to run unchecked). The 
China Syndrome remains possibly the most 
powerful, and certainly the most provocative 
film currently screening. And I urge you all 
to see it.
No-one who has seen M cCabe & Mrs Miller, 
MASH, Nashville or The Long G oodbye 
would deny that there are few filmmakers who 
revel in the art of filmmaking as lovingly as 
Robert Altman. Virtually every scene he 
creates reveals his passion for the movie 
craft. It is this trait which makes Altman both 
an admirable and annoying director, for his 
enthusiasm can often be his downfall. The 
line between eagerness and overindulgence 
is a particularly hazardous one and in his 
desire to make inventive, expressive cinema, 
Altman occasionally oversteps that line and 
descends into self-parody — the land where 
style overpowers content. So it is with A 
Wedding.
A visually elegant film A Wedding loses its 
footing because of the director's efforts to use 
the film as a blanket inditement of the mores 
of rich Americans. The wedding ceremony 
and reception are seen merely as an op- 
pxDrtunity for two wealthy families to par- 
ticipate in an expensive, gaudy celebration of 
success/excess. Almost all of the characters 
are morally corrupt (hypocrisy and infidelity 
abound); and the only one of either family's 
clan who isn't — the bride's dotty aunt — is 
regarded by the rest as a social cripple.
The problem with the film is that it lacks a 
core; it is a collection of memorable scenes as 
opposed to a memorable movie; it rambles, 
taking guick shots at easy targets, without 
ever offering insights into those targets. With 
A Wedding, Robert Altman has chosen to 
create characters of straw in order that they 
may be blown away with ease. Such a facile 
endeavour is unbecoming of this talented, yet 
increasingly uneven, director.
In his celebrated essay. Comedy's Greatest 
E ra , James Agee identified four grades of 
laughter: 'The titter, the yowl, the bellylaugh 
and the boffo. The titter is just a titter' he 
noted, 'The yowl is a runaway titter. Anyone 
who has ever had the pleasure knows all 
about the belly laugh. The boffo is the laugh 
that kills.' Arthur Hiller's/n-Laws has plenty 
of titters and a healthy sprinkling of yowls 
intersperced with one or two belly laughs. 
There are no boffos. It seems that of the 
screens contemporary comedians only 
Woody Allen can be relied upon to produce a 
certified boffo.
As with A Wedding, In-Laws uses the 
concept of a wedding to bring together two 
unfamiliar groups. In this case one family is 
headed by a respectable New York dentist 
(Allan Arkin) and the other by a ludicrous 
bozo (Peter Falk) who belongs either to the 
Mafia or the CIA both. Arkin, whose ap­
pearances on the screen are all too in- 
freguent, is an actor who it seems is con­
stantly surrounded by chaos. In Little 
Murders, chaos took the form of society run 
amock; in Catch-22 (in which he played the 
role of Yossarian) it was the war; in In-Laws
chaos rears its manic head in the form of the 
impossibly screwball Falk.
Arkin and Falk make an effective comedy 
team thanks to Hiller's direction which keeps 
the verbals proceeding at a rapid speed and 
whose sense of visual comedy owes much to 
the golden slapstick era. In-Laws con- 
seguently, iucceeds on its own, admittedly 
humble, terms: it is unpretentious, fun en­
tertainment. On the other hand A Wedding is 
haunted by grandiose goals that went 
unachieved. The difference between the two 
is the difference between Dave Edmunds 
rollicking Repeat When Necessary  and Patti 
Smith's tiresome Wave.
On its most visible level The Marriage o f  
Maria Braun is the story of a woman's struggle 
with — and her eventual, irrevocable 
capitulation to — social pressures. Directed 
by the prolific young West German, R.W. 
Fassbinder,. The Marriage o f Maria Braun 
guickly takes on a further level: Maria Braun 
becomes an allegory of modern-day West 
Germany, itself.
Maria had been married for only "hall a day 
and a whole night" before the war separated 
her from her husband. Her husband is 
presumed killed in the war and Maria guickly 
learns to use her charms on the American 
occupational forces. She accepts the ad­
vances and favours of a black American 
soldier with mock affection and when her 
husband returns unexpectedly, she has no 
hesitation in murdering her American 
benefactor. Maria's husband takes the rap 
and goes to gaol. Meanwhile Maria continues 
to use her charms with cold effectiveness, in 
order that she and her husband will be 
financially stable upon his release.
Throughout the film, Maria deludes herself 
that her actions are justified; that she pursues 
them solely because of her love for her 
husband. But we see what she refuses to 
admit: Maria has changed from a warm, 
caring individual into a cynical automation. 
She is so shallow and clinical, in fact, that she 
does not even consider her inevitable doom a 
possibility. The final irony is that such a 
calculating individual should come to her 
end through her own carelessness.
If The Marriage o f Maria Braun were just a 
film of a woman for whom materialism and 
power have replaced virtue and strength, it 
would be worthy of our attention. But Rainer 
Werner Fassbinder has achieved far more 
than that: he has painted a chilling portrait of 
his West German homeland through the 
persona of Maria Braun; and that final, 
senseless act of self-destruction appears to be 
the filmmaker's sober prophecy of Germany's 
inevitable fate. As shch. The Marriage o f  
M aria Braun  is a bold, disturbing 
examination of personal and national decay.
Finally, as promised last month, a short note 
on the National Film Theatre of Australia: The 
NFTA is a non-profit subscription 
organisation whose aim is to bring the best of 
world cinema to as wide an Australian 
audience aŝ  possible. It presents regular 
weekly programs in Sydney, Melbourne, 
Adelaide, Brisbane, Canberra and 
Freemantle. Films screened during 1979 
include packages from Yugoslavia, Great 
Britain, Japan and the USA. Seasons planned 
for coming months include a package of 
recent West German films, some British 
classics of the Thirties and a collection 
exemplifying the Japanese cinema's view of 
woman. "Very few of these films have been 
seen in this country before. Subscriptions 
cost $6 per year and further information can 
be obtained from NFTA, Box 1780 GPO, 
Sydney, 2001. — Wayne Elmer
"WAITING FOR SOMETHING TO 
HAPPEN"
Song lyrics by James Griffin.
Despite the renewed interest in songwriting 
in this country, it's still rare , to discover 
someone who's writing excellent songs — and 
performing them just as well. With bands, 
one can readily name Adelaide's Lemmy 
Caution, who took off a prize for their songs at 
the recent 5MMM-FM "Rock Off". The 
principal songwriter is John-Peter Horsarn, a 
poet as well as musician, who's ably assisted 
by singer Lizzie Hogan. Past the Lemmies, 
however, it's hard to find lyrics that get 
beyond being either banal or at best cutesy. 
Some of Paul Kelly's lyrics are good, but he 
doesn't yet venture out of a safe rock medium 
in his writing.
When it comes down to solo singers, the job 
of finding a good songwriter is perhaps even
more difficult. There are two, however, who 
stand out. One is Gig Ryan, a Sydney singer 
and a poet as well, who's published material 
in most of the Australian literary magazines. 
She writes songs that can match her rough- 
as-guts delivery, and that's guite an 
achievement. The other singer-songwriter of 
note is James Griffin, also from Sydney.
Griffin is known to a lot of people as the 
writer of Australia's Just a Suburb Of The 
U .S.A ., sung by Jeannie Lewis — but what 
isn't known widely is the fact that he's penned 
a number of excellent songs. They've now 
been put together ih a little red booklet. 
Waiting For Something To Happen. The 
booklet has been independently financed and 
produced by Griffin and his manager, Lisa 
Yates, and includes an introduction by 
Marius Webb of 2JJ and ABC Staff Com­
missioner fame.
The songs themselves move easily from the
sad, to the critical to the humourous, then 
back to nostalgia. Griffin has really suc­
ceeded at something difficult with this 
collection, and that is to write song lyrics 
without losing the essential power of poetry. 
His subject matter can be the street, 
unemployment, vAnericanisation of Australia, 
or getting beaten up at the Bondi 
Lifesaver . . . whatever, his songs always 
manage to convey that something  that a poem 
always should. He sets out to say something 
and savs it.
One of my favourites is the Peter Sarsted- 
esgue / Though ft Was You On The 
Boulevard:
And I  thought it was you on the boulevard  
Kickin out real wild
ft looked  like you too in the wrecker's yard 
Not even crackin a smile . . .
Too Hip To Stumble [And Too Straight To
Fall] is an excellent example of just how much 
more can be done with the minimal rock-song 
structure, while Aus/raJ/a's Just a Suburb o f 
the U.S.A. says ^gain all those things which 
need to be said, and need to be said 
palatably . . .
Goin to the movie to take a back  seat
In the latest American dream
That's alright, that's OK
Australia's just a suburb o f the U.S.A. . . .
Griffin is saying things other songwriters 
aren't even bothering to attempt to say, 
because they're playing it safe, writing songs 
they think people want to hear. The success of 
Redgum's album// You Don't Fight You Lose 
showed that people might be willing to listen 
to more interesting, challenging material 
than record company executives think. James 
Griffin obviously thinks the same. Buy his 
book, see him if you can.
- -  Larry Buttrose
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ON MUSHROOM RECORDS
* R EC O M M EN D ED  R E T A IL  PRICE
R O A D R U N N R
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David Byrne Jerry Harrison Chris Frantz Tina Weymouth — pic: Linda Nolte
TALKING HEADS
Fear o f  Music 
(Sire)
If I call this record a masterpiece will that 
make me hipper than thou? It doesn't really 
matter because this music stands on its own 
and does not need any critical em- 
belishment. However for all of you who 
missed the Talking Heads superb live tour a 
few months back (those who didn't will most 
probably have bouc^t this already) — ’read 
on.
There are a new breed of Talking Heads 
songs on this album. Strongly rhythmic, 
starkly simple and usually with a subtle 
synthesizer backdrop. Interestingly they are 
the songs that the band had more or less 
worked out before their Australian tour and 
the ones that they played on stage. I'm 
talking about Air, Heaven, Mind, Paper and 
Gties. As a result of them having been aired 
live and worked on in the studio they are 
fully formed, complete pieces of music. 
One of the (few) faults I could find with the 
Heads previous album M ore Songs About 
Buildings an d  F ood  was that the songs 
sounded as if they were pure studio 
creations. They lacked that feeling that a 
song gets when it has been subject to 
spontaneous onstage interaction. The 
aforementioned five songs have that feeling 
in abundance.
Adr is the first track on the album. You put 
the needle on the vinyl and suddenly the 
sound is all around you, hypnotic and en­
compassing. The first line is Hit m e in the
fa c e ,  and that's exactly what the song does. 
It's possibly the Head's most direct political 
song to date, with lines like,
What is hapening to my skin?
Where is that protection that I needed? 
Air can hurt you too.'
Ethereal harmonies from the Sweetbreathes 
(I don't know if that is a spelling mistake on 
the inside cover or not), who include Tina 
Weymouth's sister, plus solid underpinning 
rhythm courtesy of Orris Frantz and Tina 
make for a guite stunning opener.
Heaven  continues the process of en­
trapment. Deceptively simple and un­
deniably powerful, the - closest musical 
reference point I can think of is Neil Young, 
althouth David Byrne's vocals, as always, are 
uniguely his own. But really the sound of 
Talking Heads, and they are one of the few 
pop units presently functioning who could 
be said to have a unique sound, is due to the 
interaction of all their musical elements, not 
just the up-front voice.
Animals is an anti-animal song.
'Animals think understand 
To trust in them big mistake'
through like car headlights.
Drugs, once named Electricity, is the track 
on which Eno really comes to the fore. Parts 
of the background could almost be from his 
Another Green World album. (I'm thinking 
specially of a track called Sombre Reptiles. ) 
David Byrne is anything but sombre 
however. He sounds very wired, on the edge 
of lashing out, while massed ranks of syn­
thesizers attempt to soothe him. It's the most 
menacing, <lark song on the album. 
f  Zimbra which opens side two, is distinctly 
African in flavour with congas shuffling 
along and a rambling keyboard line above 
steady bass and drums. The lyrics to this are 
probably sacred and ancient African wit­
chdoctor spells — they certainly ain't any 
language I ever heard.
Mind, Paper and G ties are much more live 
sounding. Mind and Paper are sorta love 
songs. ,
'Time won't change you 
Money won't change you 
I haven't got the faintest idea 
Everything seems to be up in the air at this 
j point. _
while Chris Frantz's powerful drumming is 
the stand out of Paper.
Gties is a bit of light relief (lyrically at least) 
with Byrne checking out cities. Just a flash in 
a crowded tour. Then it's into Life During 
War, a rhythmic vision of futuristic collapse 
with Byrne exhorting, pleading and sneering, 
'This ain't no party 
This ain't no disco 
This ain't no fooling around.'
Did I say futuristic?It could just as easily be 
now.
And as the finale, a lobk into David Byrne's 
fevered mind. M em ories  Can't Wait. 
Cbmplex and sectional at times there are 
echoes of the late Jim Morrison. listen to 
Byrne sing:
'Take a walk through the land of shadows 
Take a walk through the peaceful meadows 
Try not to look so disappointed 
It isn't what you hoped for, is it?
I need something to change your mind.'
—Mind
I think I detect a certain New York black 
humour shining through on this song. 
Talking Heads are not renowned for their 
humour, but it is there if you care to look.
Electric Guitar is really where producer 
Brian Eno begins to exert his presence. 
There is a swirling mist of backgrouiad 
electronics which creates an eerie at­
mosphere — like a road at night in the 
mountains, with Byrne's voice stabbing
'Had a love affair but it was only paper 
(Some rays they passed ric^t through) 
Had a lot of fun, could ahave been a lot 
1 better.
(Spm^ rays they passed right through)'
—Paper
Mind features some suberb jagged guitar 
which seems to rip shreds out of the air.
and see if you agree. The lines could almost 
be about Morrison, but the song is more than 
likely about death itself. The feeling created 
becomes almost religious at the climax as 
Byrne's voice soars angelicly hi<^ above the 
maelstrom synthesizer.
It is heartening to know that groups like 
Talking Heads, who play, demanding and 
intricate and innovative music, can survive 
in the rock circus. Explore beneath the 
manhole design on the cover of this record 
and try to ignore labels like 'intellectual' and 
'arty', they are irrelevant. This is good music 
and surely that's nothing to be afraid of.
— Donald Robertson.
ROBERT FRIPP
Exposure
(Polygram)
Robert Fripp, who started life in the industry 
with the infamous King Crimson, has dabbled 
in so many strange musical alliances in past 
few years that I was lost for a conception of 
what this record would be like. Inevitably, it 
would be 'different'rfhat much I gathered 
when I saw his photo on the album cover, 
suited (with just the right amount of disarray), 
shorthaired, shaven, I knew I'd seen the face 
before somewhere, and later it struck me 
where: about three months ago, in New 
Musical Express, except that then the photo 
belonged to Mike Oldfield, and he'd just gone 
through one of the Erhardt Seminar Training 
programs.
The liner notes say this album was originally 
conceived as the third element of a trilogy 
whose first two members were Daryl 1 Hall's 
Sacred  Songs and Peter Gabriel's second 
album, with both of which Fripp had more 
than a little to do. (Both of these people are 
among the contributors on Exposure, along 
with Phil Collins, Peter Hammill, the 
inevitable Brian Eno, and Terre Roche, 
among others). Now it is to be the first of a 
trilogy by Fripp himself, the other two 
(Frippertronics and Discotronics) to follow 
soon. September of this year, he promises for 
the first.
Meanwhile I attempt to make sense of this
The record contains seventeen'tracks, all of 
them necessarily short, but individually they 
stand up as opuses — this is one of those 
records where there is so much deliberation 
and consciousness in the performance that
subjective time goes far astray from the time 
stipulated on the label. Against this, a further 
sense of disorientation sets in through the 
arrangement of tracks. Short, 'Frip- 
pertronical' instrumentals intersperse with 
crazed, patchwork songs. The inevitable has 
happened; Fripp returns to his roots, just as 
he did when he disbanded KC in its or­
chestral form ('The old world is coming to an 
end, and all the attributes of the new world 
will be small, mobile, self-sufficient units') 
and brought out the astonishing sequence of 
albums beginning with Larks Tongues in 
Aspic.
The strange pop song. You Burn Me Up f'm 
a Cigarette is set against the R ed  reminiscent 
Breathless; the gentle lyrical prettiness of 
Mary stands against the confused gabble of 
NY3, whose lyrics are buried beneath a 
morass of furious instrumental pummeling. 
Peter Gabriel’s H ere Comes the Elood is 
sandwiched between the Fripp/Eno style 
Water Music f  and ff. And all through the 
album, scattered in the most unlikely places, 
are curious snatches of conversation, speech, 
utterances
In some ways, I suspect that further 
replayings of the album will reveal that it is in 
fact a curious statement on the music in­
dustry, presented in a classical riddle form. If 
nothing else, the record gives me the im­
pression that everything Fripp is doing now is 
a joke, a deliberate joke. I muse on this as the 
record turns, and then comes the last track. 
Postscript, in which Fripp says, against a cafe 
or coffee lounge background, 'So the whole 
story is completely untrue? A big hoax 
Did I forget something?
Oh yeah, I like the record immensely.
— Span
DOLLY PARTON
Great Balls o f  Eire 
(RCA)
Dolly Parton, the hottest export out of the 
Tennessee Valley since Kentucky fried 
chicken, has done it again. Ten great songs, 
some old but gold and some New, New, 
New. Dolly, the queen of bam dance disco is 
back in an all new big bright package, 
notably the costume on the front cover, 
designed by 'Distorted Reflections'. Dolly 
plays down her ample bosom with lots of 
■ 'Dberaciar' tassles and shimmering chiffon, 
all in glorious white to match her teeth and 
platinum wig. DoUy explodes onto the cover 
through what appears to be a laser light show 
'DOLLY'.' O.K., lets not dally over Dolly's 
outfit readers, because the music is what we 
are all really interested in, isn't it?
MUST for any hay ride. The album does have 
some redeeming qualities, however, and 
some of the self penned numbers are much 
more suited to Dolly's light but pleasant 
voice. Dolly has the sort of voice and sin­
cerity that make ballads 'faring to life'. Do 
You Think That Time Stands Still is her best 
because the tune is very melodic and the 
lyrics are in the classic tear jerkermode. The 
song is all about unrequitted love between a 
guy and a gal, the 'guy' knocks back the 'gal', 
then returns some time later. Through many 
sobs and emotional chokes, Dolly delivers 
the saga and in the end the 'guy' comes out 
badly, because of course time hasn't stood 
still for the 'gaT. It is one of those songs that 
won't leave a dry eye in the place.
There are some particularly seedy titles, 
including Sweet Summer Loving and Almost 
fn Love. Let's skip Sweet Summer Loving 
because it's really dreadful and sounds like 
luke warm O.N.J. before’she went 'totally 
hot'. The song is as saccharin sweet as the 
title suggests and even the flautist can't save 
it, though he makes a valiant effort. Dolly 
also attempts Great Balls o f  Fire , but let's 
lace it, Dolly is no Jerry Lee Lewis and 
although she tries real hard she can't really 
do this classic justice. The worst song on the 
album must he Help. Dolly's version of Help 
would make both Lennon and McCartney 
turn in their respective 'Q-aves'. It has been 
given that Country Treatment complete with 
twanging guitar and up-tempo banjo. A
The other ballads all run along basically the 
same lines in both music and lyric content, 
with much gasping and convulsive drawing 
of breath. But Dolly soars to great heights in 
her ballads so you can forgive the lack of 
variation.
In what appears is going to be her new hit 
single You're the Only One Dolly speaks to us 
all and with a hpart rending sob she tells him, 
'I didn't mean to do it Darlin', please 
forgive me'. Now who could resist such a 
plea? No one except perhaps Lennon and 
McChrtney.
As a 'Total Experience' the album leases me 
cold, but late at night when I just feel like a 
good old fashioned cry I'll flick on Dolly's 
new disc and whimper along with her on one 
of those lovely ballads. Let's face it. It's one 
for all us gals.
— Virginia Pattingale
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VOIGT/465 
Slights Unspoken 
(UWE)
And here comes another one. Butting in 
amidst all this lucky country music optimisrn, 
as mainstream facts of life like Jo Jo Zep and 
the arch(aic) Angels finally release albums 
that sound nearly as good as overseas 
products and wallow respectively in acclaim 
and money because of it, and the utterly 
ghastly Mi-Sex gather raves from every 
quarter for one of the worst albums ever 
recorded (a very Nice sound but can you 
relate to it?), I righteously offer yet another 
indigenous digestible as the yardstick future 
generations will create towards.
A completely self-financed LP from a 
recently deceased, largely unknown five 
member music group recorded on an 8 track 
that no one famous has ever used has left 
those vacant big-wigs up where they belong - 
staring into space - because it takes chances, 
because they have no one but themselves to 
answer to (or blame). Those names that have 
plagued our pop-shows forever - witl^orthy 
excerptions Split Enz, Sports and at a pinch 
Dragon and JPY — just never really had a 
good idea after the original rush, so I'm 
looking elsewhere. Mental As Anything fill 
hearts with hope as they not only crash charts 
with an inspired tune but handle the fleeting 
fortune as if they were real people, while the 
shaky Enigma circuit (more splits than hits, 
more rumours than gigs), from Whirlywirld to 
The Thought Criminals, at least keeps us 
alert. And I have faith that this Voigt/465 
album will be some vague vanguard for the 
New new Australian under-current. Hope 
springs eternal.
Ten tracks recorded over a weekend just two 
days before their final show at Rags in June, 
and, unless something goes drastically wrong 
in the cutting of the record itself, sound 
quality the equal of any independent 
recording. Every song is a little milestone in 
song structuring and actual sound-wise 
originality (every effort has been made to 
experiment with standard rock noises).A 
small shift from the common emphasis in most 
cases, though any deviation after years of no 
risk rock is bound to appear drastic.
F I,  the least _Jiummable, most 'con­
troversial', least representative track is 7 
minutes of improvisation. Little, loud electric 
shrieks and vocal squeals over a' steady 
synthesiser beat way back. Rae Byrom's 
shattering one-notes merging imperceptibly 
with the synthetic. By itself,- possibly as 
pretentious as your average moderne aural 
calamity, though because it has no ugly 
intentions, not nearly as suspect. In the midst 
of an other-wise accessible rock group's set, it 
was/is both daring and effective.
Red Lock On S ee S teal, the other track you 
have to be in a fairly unique state to dance to, 
is practically rhythm and nothing else. Bass 
drums and guitar pounding the least likely 
beat you've ever heard, that famous steel pipe 
being hammered for the last time in an 
equally erratic off-beat, before it all caves in 
on a couple of minutes of guitar/drum frenzy. 
The lyrics, wilfully obscure, might as well be 
meaningless. This song was conceived totally 
on paper and, for what its worth, you'll have 
never heard anything quite like it.
Don't be afraid, danceable crotchets and 
recognisable emotion abound in the 
remaining eight straightish rock songs. If it's 
the attractive attack of the lop-sided rhythms 
that initially grabs ears, then the unrelenting 
passion of the vocals (and therefore lyrics) 
will tie you down and drag you in. Passion, 
being no ordinary word, is also no common 
ingredient in popular music, requiring rather 
more desperation or need to communicate 
than most performers could be bothered with. 
But one listen to the strikingly intense 
Winchsoul or 4 Hours Practise is sufficient to 
convince that these songs were actively
inspired — by specific incidents, not out of a 
contriving search for a good story. Almost 
always dealing with conflicting emotions or 
ideas, from the resigned collapsing of a 
friendship {4 H ours) to the torrid confusion of 
argument (Voices A Drama), make no 
mistake, this is stern stuff (I'd never fully 
realised myself until I heard these songs in 
the relative calm of a studio). Determined, 
thoughtful and a little bit angry but never 
depressing. And I've heard that that is what 
IT's really all about.
The music itself is fairly strident, convential 
avant-garde. A good solid beat but with funny 
noises and slightly odd timing. Some people 
still apparently find this kind of thing a bit 
weird and off-putting but that's their problem. 
Is New Is (as in this is new is new is new), 
written by guitarist Rod Pobestek as a 
reaction against a particularly self-indulgent 
piece of punk violence way back when. 
Voices A Drama, Imprint and the novel swing 
of P  are some of the best beats you'll have 
danced to this side of disco. This is rock at it's 
most resourceful and creative. There is even 
a quite glaring error at the start of one track. 
Many Risk, when the drums and guitar 
momentarily get lost in the rhythm, but the 
sounds and roar of the guitar and organ 
■compensate at twice the price. If it bothers 
you, you deserve your ELOs and Mi-Sexists.
The optimism of W elcome Mystery, a song 
hopefully charting the clashing personalities 
 ̂within the essentially forced social situation 
that is/was Voigt/465 as gigging rock group 
(the worst way to test any friendship) — A 
Welcome Mystery When Opposites A gree  — 
looks quite peculiar now, but was written with 
confidence (sob!) and a reassuringly lax 
perspective on the shakiness of it all. 
I/Think/It's/Just like singing. Aah, but what 
songs.
So Voigt split in a decidedly unromantic, 
remorseless action, leaving Wednesday night 
barren while they seemed, after initial nasty 
bits, to be quite happy to all move on. 
Without being too grand, I think this record is 
important. I am definitely very biased, but I 
might also be very right. It's out within the 
next few weeks (fingers crossed) so bug your 
usual obscurity specialist until you have your 
own. There's nothing else to do!
— Peter Nelson
NICK LOWE 
Labour o f  Lust 
(Radar)
Cracking Up's the single. All about fears of 
mental breakdown ceasing to be funny. 
Great chorus — 'I Don't Think It's Funny No 
More', and ripper Edmunds guitar. Onto Big 
Kick, Plain & rap  as drums hammer over 
mutterings about drugs, kicking horses, all 
leading into Bom  Fighter, the Lowe 
philosophy on life, rejecting things presented 
on plates and slagging off the coffee table 
existance he could never be part of - Nick's a 
bom fighter.
You M ake M e is a whimsical little love song 
accompanied only by acoustic guitar. 3dn  
D eep  in which a moment to treasure is just a 
matter of time — 'it's belly to belly but never 
eye to eye', the way you shake my hand. Tis 
the old- Ships in the nic^t syndrome/the 
rock'n'roll way of life/one night stand. Also 
an appropriate statement on the feelings 
'industry' people have for the music — it s 
just skin deep baby.'
End of Side 1.
Start of Side 2.
Switchboard Susan meets her long distance 
romancer who's in love with her dial tone. 
Let's get engaged he says. Just like Blondie's 
'if you don't answer I'll ring it off the wall'. 
Searing guitar solo. Jonathan Richman falls 
in love with bank tellers, Nick Lowe gets an. 
extension and it isn't a &aham Bell in­
vention - are you extending'/s 
Endless (^ y-R ibbon  is a country ballad. On 
the highway, cold lights break the.darkness 
and the road ahead looks like an endless grey 
ribbon. Driver remembers old times but 
there'll be no nice smellin' wimen or white 
linen sheets tonight comrade. The roads are 
all the same but he'll buy some time with the 
truckstop waitress.
Without Love and young Nick's half human. 
There's nothing to do and he's an island all 
by himself in the heartbreak sea. He's also 
incomplete. Honest. Heart wrenching. True. 
D ose Of You is an ode to VD. I've got a dose 
of you tonight and I need a stiff shot badly. 
Off course it could be a love song but the 
line about National Health seals the im­
plication. And anyway, he doesn't want to 
spread it all around — give him pills and 
powder. Love So Fine is a rollicking 
rockabilly tinged innocent love song about 
all kinds of nice thin^ — she can't be after 
his money 'cause she knows he ain't got 
none. He wants to see her all the time and 
tonight he's gonna tell her he wants to be 
more than just friendsend of album.
As you'd ejq^ect la b o u r  Of Lust is a faultless 
collection of memorable rock'n'roll songs 
with catchy choruses, immaculate playing, 
loads of feeling, great singing, etc.,etc. Nick 
Lowe knows how to construct the perfect 
sin^e — there's eleven potentials on this. 
And his existence can only be encouraging 
for people who believe in a pop music ethos. 
If pjeople like Nicholas, Costello, The Knack, 
Sports and M keep making records like this 
then it's going to be a lot easier for young 
groups to make records and maybe even 
make the charts — they'll be signed by 
record companies who want to make them 
the nejd best thing'— fine by me. it's loads 
better than all the next big things we've been 
burdened with for the last few years, 
fe — Stuart Coupe
Saint Nicks second solo album. I'd like to 
say that there's eleven wonderful songs on it, 
I d e lic t in playing it and I've very little else 
to say except have a listen. But you're ex­
pecting a critical appraisal so away we go. 
Labour Of Lust harl^ back to Brinsley Sch­
warz days, especially the looping country 
tinged classics - Country (drl. Surrender To 
The Rhythm, The Ugly Things, etc. This 
sounds like the album Nick Lowe wants to 
make - relaxed, comfortable and flowing. 
Back to the days where his reputation wasn't 
as great, he wasn't the pop craftsman ex­
traordinaire and could turn out the music he 
liked. ‘
Jesus Of Cool, wonderful as it sounded was 
a self-conscious album. Young Nick being 
hailed as the greatest thing in aspiring pop 
music since %)ector, Wilson, Dylan and the 
Dverpool set and feeling like he had to turn 
out an album to justify the superlatives. He 
succeeded but made an album un­
comfortably jumping from style to style. A 
man showing he was master of all forms - 
nick of all trades if you will.
There's a sense of uniformity on Labour Of 
Lust. It flows delightfully from start to finish. 
Backing, of course, is from the inimitable 
Rockpile - Edmunds on rhythm and solo 
guitars, singing, Billy Bremner on solo and 
rhythm guitars and Terry Williams drum­
ming. Nicholas playing the bass and singing. 
He wrote all the songs.
Cruel To Be Kind is a perverse love song — 
very honest and also a justification for blood 
hungry rock critics. Recalls the sentiments of 
the Qystals' He Hit M e — you know, he hit 
me and it felt like a kiss — he wouldn't have 
done it if he didn't love me, etc. Here it's 
you've got to be cruel to be kind — means 
that I love you.
THE KNACK 
Get The Knack 
(Capitol)
Anyday of the week you can see them 
hanging around Phantom or The Record 
Plant, the full-time collectors, thumbing 
throu<^ the latest Bomp and discussing 
prices on The Monkees, The Remains (on the 
original label of course), Ray Cblumbus and 
The Invaders, The Byrds third album. The 
Ronettes, The Choir, 'The Human Beinz, The 
Outsiders, in fact almost any long gone one 
hit wonder from the Sixties or any current 
band trying to re-capture that ethos like The 
Scruffs or The Nerves or The Flamin' 
Groovies. Providing of course that there's no 
possibility the group is ever going to crack 
the big time. I mean let's face it — how 
much of a cult can you have when the record 
goes triple platinum? Which brings us to The 
Knack, produced by Mike Chapman, who is 
this year's Mickey Most as far as reputation 
goes though it would be more accurate to 
compare him with Jerry Wexler when you 
consider the sheer volume of hit records. 
Rather than being seen as the final vin­
dication of a faith in pure pop, words like 
'sell-out', 'too commercial', 'contrived' are 
being bandied about. It's The Monkees story 
all over again. I really didn't think we could 
fall for that elitist snobbery a second time in 
a decade.
Everyone's talking about Pop Music, from 
The Ramones and The Talking Heads to The 
Professores and Young Modem but none of 
them can really play it because they have all 
ensnared themselves in their identities as 
serious musicians and their aesthetic 
theories. To play real Pop you can't afford to
have motivations beyond money, girls and 
fun, (look what happened to Peter Tork when 
he started to take himself seriously). When 
you start trying to adapt the simple formulae 
to The Seventies or make personal 
statements on the state of the art then you're 
washed up. The format is so concise that 
there simply isn't any room for serious 
comment. Pop music sparkles like (^ass 
jewelry, quick little flashes that catch the 
eye, dazzle with their brilliance and hold you 
waiting for more.
The Knack have really done their homework 
thou(^. You can't accuse them of just being 
a flash in the pan, some product of a 
producer's imagination. Fielder and Averre 
have their history down pat, a touch of The 
Beatles here. The Byrds there and not 
forgetting Buddy Holly. She's So Selfish starts 
off with that terrific Bo Diddley  ̂loping beat 
and G ood  (^rls Don't has the harmonica 
introduction taken from The Byrds, who took 
it from Bob Dylan.
The lyrics are tmely classic. Vague enough 
to be universal and yet specific enough to 
relate directly to the experiences of the 
average middle class kid.
'Caught a glimpse in the subway
But you weren't going my way
You were lost in the rumble of the train 
it goes on
.'Wish that I only had the nerve
To say hello to- you
It's hard to do
I'll be waiting till the end of time
With this burning yearning in my heart and 
in my mind
The difference between the crassness of 
those lyrics on the printed page and the 
execution of the song is the mark of true pop 
genius. Just because they are simple, even 
over simple doesn't mean that they are 
simplistic. Pop songs are built like houses of 
cards and restraint is the most crucial 
feature.
All the songs on this album are about girls, 
angels, bitches, unattainable ones and real 
little honeys. Some of the songs are about 
specific girls like Tara axid Lucinda and some 
are more general songs like Frustrated and 
Buddy Holly's H eartbeat but everything's 
straightforward and even a little more direct 
than it ever was for The Beatles. The Knack 
don't just want to hold hands.
I found that I couldn't help liking these four 
clean-cut American kids with such great 
middle class names as Berton and Prescott. 
They play with such zest that they must be 
enjoying themselves, which is more than can 
be said for so many of these archivists these 
days. So what if they intend to make heaps of 
money in the process? Get The Knack, don't 
be afraid to buy platinum.
— TobyCleswell
THE GREG KIHN BAND
With The N aked  Eye 
(Beserkley)
Greg Kihn has been putting out consistently 
good albums for the last few years. His work 
probably reached its highest point on Next o f  
Kihn, his album of last year, but With The 
N aked Eye equals and possibly betters his 
previous track record. Although once again 
produced by Matthew King Kaufman, N aked  
Eye seems much crisper and at times tougher 
than any of Kihn's previous work.
Kihn's melodies are particularly noteworthy 
and Getting Away With Murder has all the 
makings of a classic single (though not in this 
country). A rather shortish version of Bruce 
^rinc^teen's Rendezvous (given to Kihn cos 
Bruce liked his version of For You so much) 
and there is a cover of Jonathan Richman's 
'Roadrunner', which is competently handled, 
but lacks the sparkle of the original version. 
The Kihn Band's own material far excells 
these tracks, however, with B eside M yself 
and Fallen Idol particularly interesting. In 
the N aked Eye is yet another great album- 
from another underrated artist.
— Goose
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S cared  To Dance
(Virgin — through Festival)
This is the first album by Skids, a group of 
Scots from Dunfermline (check your atlas) 
who've been together since mid '77. They've 
released various singles and an EP, none of 
which were ever released here, so I was 
interested to finally hear the album. In fact, I 
was expecting it to be better than it is, so I feel 
confused, and I don't understand and when 
Hulk doesn't understand HULK GETS 
TINGRY! HULK NOT LIKE, HULK WILL 
SMASH!
Huh? Oops, sorry, where was I? Over­
reacting again. I don't actually hate this 
record — it makes me feel guilty to dislike it. 
Poor Skids — they seem so intense and 
serious about what they do. I've never seen a 
picture of them smiling. These guys are 
sensitive, sincere and intelligent. They've 
even got a guote from J.P.Satire on the album 
cover. So what's wrong, why am I confused? 
Well, for a start, they are New Wave, right? 
Well, I don't know . . . why do I keep 
thinking of Heavy Metal? 1 know these labels 
are meaningless, but this stuff reminds me of 
something, sort of Black Sabbath meets 
Ultravox via Buzzcocks. The music is not 
really H.M. at all — it's hard, powerful, but 
lively, not yer usual stodgey, ponderous, 
lumpenplod, headbanger stuff. Yes, well they 
have a tendency for guitar solos, but only 
guick ones. The guitar sound tends to define 
the sound and the rest fall in. This is not 
surprising since the music is written by the 
guitarist, Stuart Adamson. He has apparently 
developed a technigue which gives an effect 
similar to the drone of bagpipes, by leaving 
one string open. The guitar sounds very 
similar to that of the Buzzcocks, a high- 
pitched, metallic tone, like a tuneful buzz- 
saw. It's high-powered rock'n'roll, not 
particularly original, but played competently 
and effectively, using changes in pace to 
convey features of the songs. Ah yes, the 
songs.
This is where I began to have doubts. 
Unfortunately, they have included a lyric 
sheet which enabled me to follow the words 
and suffer their full impact, rather than let the 
meaning seep in slowly or ignore the words 
altogether, which I would prefer to do. The 
problem here is that singer Richard Jobson, 
who writes the songs, suffers from poetry. His 
influences are the Leonard Cohen and Tom 
Verlaine schools, dealing in depression and 
obscurity. Everything rhymes very neatly 
(he's obviously gone to a lot of trouble), but 
unfortunately the syntax suffers some strange 
arrangements at times, e.g.
This mental torment with nowhere to retire 
or
Vesuvius my sheba  erupted and gored.
The overall feeling I got was one of gloom. 
Jobson writes like a brooding miserable sod 
who carries his own black cloud around and 
it's infectious — the room seemed to go 
darkjer. War, soldiers, death, failure, 
alienation, emptiness, apocalyptic visions of 
doom and decay. Into The Valley is a 
cheerful-sounding song about the cost of war 
in lives; H ope And Glory  is maybe about a 
battle with depression; ©/ One Skin seems to 
be about genetic predestination. They are 
among the better songs; certainly they  are 
cheerful sounding. They have a sort of 
dignity, an anthem-like guality, like mar­
ching songs for the New Race. The mood 
becomes more sombre as the album
frustration, but even that gets unnecessarily 
dramatic with a psychotic flavour of murder 
and crazy laughter. It's rather strange that my 
favourite song here was the only one written 
by Adamson. Charles is a touching little song 
about a factory worker who got too involved 
in his work:
/ noticed his brain was a plastic box  
His work rate im proved 'cause h e  couldn't 
stop
He couldn't eat lunch with those metal hands 
His legs were supports for new inner glands
. . . and eventually he's sold for scrap 
because he's obsolete.
I don't want to damn this record with faint 
praise, but all this paranoia and war and iron 
men is something I hoped to escape after I 
swore Black Sabbath wasn't going to be 
celebrated at my place, but here comes the 
new style of gloom, revitalised for the '80s. Of 
course, some will find it guite suitable. If you 
like the sound of the Buzzcocks, but find Pete 
Shelley's romanticism and naive optimism 
nauseatingly cheerful, here is an antidote — 
go on the Skids, music for modern manic- 
depressives! Maybe that's why it didn't appeal 
— I'm neurotic and obsessive-compulsive — I 
had to play the B-52's to cheer me up!
— Suzie Walton
SHAM 69 
That's Life 
(Wizard)
There are those who maintain that (English) 
Punk Rock never caught on in Australia, or 
/America, because it was too parochial. To 
which I reply, in the English vernacular, 
'bollocks'.
The reasons punk failed to penetrate 
consciousness outside England were many- 
fold, but it certainly wasn't due to an inability 
to communicate on a universal level. Of 
course, it was locally coloured, but that was 
one of its inherent charms. And even a group 
like The Clash, who were so obviously rooted 
in their English ancestry that many con­
sidered them inaccessible to anyone who 
wasn't English (which is one reason their first 
album wasn't released in America), portrayed 
their environment so explicitly as to render 
their stance clearly understandable to 
anyone. The best English Punk Rock crossed 
all the barriers and was undoubtedly as 
meaningful to us in Australia as it was to those 
in England.
But just to prove there's an exception to 
every rule, we've got Sham 69.
Sham 69 are immensely popular in England, 
but nothing better than a non-entity in 
Australia, despite having had two albums 
released. Tell Us The Truth, their debut, and 
now. That's Life.
A second-generation Punk group (coming 
after the original wave that included the 
Pistols, the Clash, the Damned and the 
Buzzcocks), Sham 69 make music that might 
basically be called 'of the people, by the 
people, for the people' — those people being, 
specifically, young, English, 'working class' 
males. Therein, I presume, lies their appeal 
(and lack thereof in this country).
Sham 69 are so damn close to their audience 
that the two are almost inseparable, and thus ' 
a mutual identification exists. Cf course, this 
upholds the original Punk ethos, but within it 
is also contained Sham 69's shortcoming.
It's been a long-maintained belief that 
'artists' are creatures who have the ability to 
see society, and its constituents, from the 
outside as well as the inside, and then provide 
an insightful over-view into it. Accepting that 
Sham 69 have acguired an 'artists' status, or 
rather assumed it themselves, I expect such 
ability.
I don't get it. Sham 69 are entirely on the 
inside.
That's Life is a 'concept album' in which 
Sham have tried to portray the everyday 
existence of a typical 'young, English, 
working class male'. It fails because, apart 
from being totally uninspired and uninspiring 
musically, it's bereft of any kind of graphic 
illustration and/or insight. And that's 
precisely why Sham 69 will never cut it on the 
Australian market — because they're so far 
removed from it, and there's nothing that 
might narrow that gap.
That's Life's concept is held together by a 
series of scenarios between songs,, which I. 
must say 1 found to be the most interesting 
thing about the whole album. Like films like
along in 3/4 time (waltz), and in a sing-song
progresses. Dossier [Of Fallibility] limps ^'Saturday ^ight and Sunday Morning' they
capture the oppressive, sguabbling at­
mosphere that seems to be so prevalent in that 
environment. But unfortunately, the songs 
themselves don't expand upon these cues. 
They're directionless statements of frustration 
and aggression that incite no sympathy in the 
listener.
Loathe as 1 am to acknowledge him, Tony_ 
Parsons hit the nail right on the head in last 
.month's Roadrunner when he described 
Jimmy Pursey (Sham's unquestioned leader) 
as being like Donovan to John Rotten's Dylan. 
Obviously, Pursey would like to be another 
Rotten, but he lacks the vision and ar-
voice:
The b loo d  lay sp illed  on the receiving end
The wrists were cut unseen to all
. . .  is part of the chorus — the song is about 
being unable to communicate (1 think). Then 
there's M elancholy Soldiers, The Saints Are 
Coming, Six Times, Integral Plot, Calling The 
Tune and S cale , none of which I feel like 
doing battle with here.
The two best songs on the album are the title 
track and Charles. S cared  To Dance would 
nave been better as a simple song about
ticulation of that man. .
Pursey's 'statements' are unnecessary and 
pointless — at worst, he might be seen as a 
whinger who's prepared to do anything about 
his situation. 'Leave Me /done', he says, 
that's all he says. He doesn't say why. 'No-one 
Understands Me', he says. Understands 
what?
Like Tom Robinson, Jimmy Pursey is un­
doubtedly sincere and committed, but these 
qualities should be a matter of course. I 
expect more. If not some intelligence, which 
is clearly out of the question, then at least a 
degree of sensitivity.
Once again, this is sadly absent. Pursey 
bellows each and every song in a monotone, 
atop an instrumental thrash that's derivative 
only of the Ramones and lacking in all their 
grace. Admittedly, Sham have tried to 
diversify, but their efforts are hopelessly 
inept.
That's Life is a bad album, embarrassingly 
bad; it'd be funny if it wasn't pathetic.
I don't want to be 'cruel' to the Shams, 
because I don't think they can be held wholly 
responsible — they're merely products of the 
System, and, as such, haven't the capacity to 
'escape' it in any way. The ostensible 
'rebellion' of That's Life is in actual fact just 
mindless resentment.
That's Li/e puts John Rotten's view that the 
Queen 'made you a moron' to the test and 
provides ft with proof positive.
— Clinton Walker
SIOUXSIE & THE BANSHEES
The Scream
(Interfusion through Festival)
It's nice to see that Festival Records finally 
decided to release an album Polygram chose 
to ignore. The Scream  is an excellent album 
and every bit as good in mid-79 as it was late 
last year. The Australian release includes the 
single H ong Kong Garden which is an 
economically sound move but artistically 
questionable. Surely if an artist rneant a song 
to be on an album they'd put it there 
themselves!
Siouxsie and The Banshees ejgjeriment with 
stark, grating music. John McKay's guitar 
styles very similar to that used by Keith 
Levine of Public Image Ltd. Both have a style 
that steers away from the use of con­
ventional chords, giving a distinct sound, 
less dominating than the usual full on­
slaught. The best examples of this are/jgdbvv 
Feeling, M etal Postcard  and Overground. 
The guitar also succeeds in playing off 
Siouxsie's harsh vocal tones.
Lyrically The Scream  also excells, although 
at times, (e.g. Carcass) it all gets a little too 
morbid. One of the highlights of the album is 
The Banshee's rendition of the Beatles' 
Helter Skelter. If the Beatles version inspired 
Charles Manson to mass-murder what could 
this one do! Somehow Siouxsie sounds far 
more convincing than Paul McCartney 
screeching th^se words.
The Scream  is hardly what I 
d call a 'fun' album. It is musically harsh, 
constantly serious in tone and often too 
disjointed to tap a foot to. But this almost 
Germanic steely coldness is superbly pulled 
off, making The Scream  an album worthy of 
note. And no matter how much Ian Meldrum 
tries to push Hong Kong Garden as a 'disco' 
single, he won't destroy the fact that it's an 
excellent song from a uniquely different 
band.
— Goose
TONIO K
Life In The Foodchain  
(Epic) _
As pointed out in July's ROADRUNNER 
Tonio K's single. Better Late Than Never, is 
catchy, memorable and original. It's my duty 
to inform you that the album, with the ex­
ception of aforementioned single, is dull, 
repetitive and distinctly unoriginal. There's 
loads of lyrics about all manner of subjects 
but th^ vocal delivery lacks distinction, 
commitment or power and the band plod 
through every known rock'n'roll cliche. Buy 
the single.
— Stuart Coupe
THE ELKS 
Refer to Drawer 
(Missing Link)
Shithouse cover, awful title, terrible lyrics, 
tedious music. Designed for and produced by 
fanatical members of some ancient rockabilly 
cult. Refer to shelf and forget about it.
— John Stapleton
JAPAN
Obscure Alternatives 
(RCA)
Japan have released three albums to date 
and none have produced even a spark of 
musical creativity. They may look like the 
New York Dolls but that's where the com­
parison ends. On Obscure Alternatives the 
Bryan Ferry sound-alike vocals have been 
dropped but even that's not enough to save 
Japan. The album has its moments, though. 
Automatic Gun and Dove is Infectious are 
bearable, but Japan's basic preoccupation 
with themselves really comes out in the 
broody The Tenant, a long synthesized 
instrumental wank. It'd be wrong to say this 
band showed some signs of promise because 
after three albums you expect a bit more. To 
me Japan epitomizes that old phrase 'all 
dressed up with nowhere to go!'
— Goose
TED NUGENT 
State o f  Shock  
(Epic)
Whatdidyaexpect?
Stuart Coupe
JOHN HALL
Power
(CBS)
John Hall meanders between disco, funk, 
guitar hero masturbation and wimpy, sc- 
maltzy ballads.' He does none of them par­
ticularly well except the guitar hero bit. I 
still haven't worked out why records like this 
are made. Surely there's not enough dumb 
imbeciles out there who buy this dross and 
make it commercially viable then I guess CBS 
aren't a charity organisation. Destroys your 
faith in the world doesn't it?
— Stuart Coupe
THE CHARLIE DANIELS BAND 
Million Mile Reflections 
(Epic)'
Has its moments. And its disasters. Charlie 
Daniels has been around a while and knows 
how to handle a guitar and fiddle. Tracks like 
The Devil Went Down To Georgia and Blind 
Man spark and have an authentic country 
feel. An average album with some really duff 
moments but worth a passing listen if you're 
into this stuff. And for Christs sake would 
people stop dedicating albums to Ronie Van 
Zant.
— Stuart Coupe
THE JONES GIRLS 
The Jones Girls 
(Philadelphia)
More wimpy soulful disco produced with a 
commitment to banality and the almighty 
dollarJ'm At Your M ercy is the only track 
where they sound like they mean it maaaan. 
What happened to the days when soul and the 
Philadelphia output had soul and guts and 
emotion? This is the disco equivalent of pizza 
bar music.
— Stuart Coupe
FRANK MARINO and MAHOGANY RUSH
Tales Of The Unexpected
(CBS)
Yet another Mahogany Rush album 
featuring guitar virtuoso Frank Marino. OK 
admittedly there's good heavy metal guitar 
hero albums but this ain't one of 'em. They 
murder All Along The Watchtower and 
Norwegian W ood, do a couple of others and 
then launch into a live side which is un­
believably tedious and boring. Professional 
masochists need only apply.
— Stuart Coupe
RUNNER 
Runner 
(Acrobat)
Predictable rock'n'roll with occassional 
harmonies having pretensions to being this 
months Eagles. A dismal failure on all counts. 
Sorta stuff that appeals to suburban couples 
having dinner parties who want something 
unobtrusive whilst pre-dinner drinks are 
being served.
— Stuart Coupe
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I'm happy to report some increased activity 
in the local 45 rpm scene this month. Apart 
from impressive debuts from the Radiators 
and the Hitmen we have two EPs from the 
Sports, the first outing from Swanee and 
independent releases from the Worms and 
Peter Lillee.
Let's take the Sports first. Zak Records have 
reissued the first ever Sports record, the Fair 
Gome EP (with white labels to distinguish 
them from the originals which had blue). This 
is more than an interesting document 
because it is as enjoyable as when it was first 
released two years ago. It's the Sports when 
they could still be called a rockabilly band, 
slower and more thoughtful than what they 
are now. Ed Bates contributes some won­
derfully easy guitar (especially on Tvdst 
Senorita) although the roots of what they were 
to become are evident on In Trouble With 
The Girls.Those two above mentioned tracks 
are available on compilation albums (Inner 
Sanctum and Debutantes) but the EP is still a 
worthy purchase for Bight Through Her 
H eart.
Swanee has a very similar blues holler to 
young James and he uses it to reasonable 
effect as the drums go thump thump and the 
guitars go wail wail. Me? I prefer the original.
OK, a look at the underbelly. And what 
better name for an underground band than 
The Worms? / Dig The Rain is a real Do-It- 
Yourself record with such a thin sound you 
have to run around the room to hear it 
properly. It's miraculously naive in these 
end-of-decade days of super sophistication 
and for that reason alone is definitely worth 
looking out for. Have a listen first, though — 
you might find it TOO real for your turntable.
Peter Lillie's Missing Link single. Hanging 
Round The House, has been out for a couple 
of months now but hasn't as yet found its way 
into the Roadrunner review pile. Well, this 
month it did, and believe me, it was worth 
waiting for. It's a little gem of a single, right 
from the fifties Home Decorator cover 
illustrations to the ripped-off Eddie Cochran 
riffs and Jerry Lee Lewis vocal twists. It just 
oozes fun and warmth and charm and the self- 
deprecating, wry humour that is so typical of 
Melburnians (maybe it's the weather.) 
Whatever, it's a great single, so if you haven't 
got it, get it.
It's a pity that P j  Lillee Esq. couldn't have 
loaned some of ms warmth to Mr. I. Dury
The second EP is the 12-inch platter on 
Mushroom. The EP was recorded in England 
during the Sports' tour earlier this year and is 
a very live sounding affair, certainly miles 
away from the smoothness of the Don't Throw 
Stones LP. There are some who say that the 
Sports are better live than they are in the 
studio and this EP makes every effort to 
capture that rough live edge. It's certainly 
more direct and exciting than the studio 
ohehnqs. Wedding Ring is a great rendition 
of the old Easybeats song (I'm sure Harry and 
George would love it). Live Work and Play 
snaps crackles and pops. Little Girl swings 
while Aac/jo Show  with its jagged guitar work 
really exemplifies the changes the Sports 
have gone through since Martin Armiger 
joined the band. Good value at $2.95.
The Hitmen's first outing on WEA is a well 
crafted piece of danceable rock called D/dn? 
Tell The Man. A good hook, jangly guitars 
and some nice harmonies make this definitely 
worth the price of a listen. The slightly less 
well known Radiators, also from Sydney,’ 
have served up a dynamic first offering that 
has what is coming to be identified as The 
Sydney Sound — throb bass, meaty drums 
and staccato guitar/organ. The track is called 
Coming Home. It's well structured, well 
produced and catchy as hell. Watch out for it 
on Countdown real soon. And the third new 
offering from WEA (Gz) is Swanee, with 
Another Crazy D ream . I am not being 
deliberately unkind when I say that it sounds 
like little brother Jimmy's band (Cold Chisel);
Esq. because that gentleman along with his 
backing combo. The Blockheads, are as 
cold as a dead fish on their latest 12-inch 
offering. Reasons To B e Cheerful, Part T hree. 
Over a very sparse disco based backing Dury 
intones, chants and mumbles some un­
connected gibberish (to call it singing would 
be most inaccurate.) sounding a lot like he is 
making the lyrics up on the spot. The 
Blockheads go for a pleasant Sunday stroll, 
never work up a sweat, and are quite content 
to follow the leader, who if this is any in­
dication, doesn't know where he is going. The 
B-side, Common As Muck, has a lot of name 
dropping on it. Sorry, Ian, but I'rn sure you 
can do better than this.
At least The Police know where they're 
going. They might not go very far and when 
they get there they tend to batter you to death 
with the chorus but Can't Stand Losing You is 
as insistent and infectious a piece of quasi­
reggae as you are ever likely to hear. Try to 
ignore the clumsy attempt at toasting in the 
middle. It ^unds like it was just stuck in there 
for the lack of anything better to do. 
There's nothing slack about Nick Lowe's 
Cruel To Be Kind, though. It's superbly 
crafted, brilliantly constructed, infectious as 
the plague and despite all that, is racing up 
the U.S. charts. Ye Gods, there is some 
justice in this world of rock'n'roll! God save 
and preserve oT Nick, there is none better. 
Moving right along now to the electric live 
version of Rust Never S leeps  by that old 
Canadian hippie Neil Young. What's this? A 
song about Johnny Rotten? A chorus that 
claims 'Rock'n'roll can never die'? Neil 
rediscovers rock'n'roll, energy rushes 
through his fingers and vocal chords and 
California slides into the Pacific. Just about 
any other artist who sang a tribute to young 
J.R. would sound trite but Young sings it like 
he means it. The whole thing is as rough as a 
broken bottle and utterly wonderful. Will 
Public Image Ltd.'s next single be a cover of 
Heart Of Gold'? Will John Lydon form a 
supergroup with Jimmy Pursey, Joe Strummer 
and Paul Weller? Will anyone care?
The Boomtown Rats zoomed to the No. 1 
spot on the U.K.; charts with their Don't Like 
Mondays single.; It's their least frantic, most
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overtly commercial outing to date and could 
be the one to crack the Australian charts for 
them. The first time I heard it I kept expecting 
it to break out and tear away from the 
shuffling piano, but the brakes are kept on all 
the way through. Very clever, as it leaves you 
thirsting for more. Subject matter, as just 
about everyone would know now, is about a 
young girl shooting up her school because 
she didn't like Mondays.
Those other exiles from the auld emerald 
isle, Thin Lizzy, sound just like, surprise, 
surprise. Thin Lizzy on their latest 45, Do 
Anything You Want To. Very simple formula 
rock. They should check out disco. Look what 
it did for Kiss.
Voyager could have a minor hit on their 
hands wWh Halfway Hotel. It's a catchy little 
narrative with an interesting clip and it's 
getting the famed Countdown push. The 
Charlie Daniels Band could also pick up 
some airplay with the country fiddle based 
tongue in cheek I'he Devil Went Down to 
G eorg ia . The Skids will not pick up airplay 
with M asquerade because it's too, uh, new 
wave? Not a bad little song though although 
as with the Police, the chorussing tends to go 
on a bit. Wizard have re-released Aea/Jy F ree  
by ]ohn Otway and Wild Willy Barrett, 
which was a hit last year in the U.K. I don't 
think things have changed that much since it 
was first released so it's probably going to stiff 
again. Which is a pity since it is a super little 
ditty. Too English and too whacky for here? 
It would be nice to think it wasn't.
And finally, the song that should be adopted 
as the official theme song of both the Labour 
and Liberal Parties for the forthcoming South 
Australian elections. Yes, readers. I'm talking 
about that plaintive, pulsating pastoral ditty. 
The Lost S heep , by Adrian Mumsey. 
Baaaaaaaaaal!! (Beauty Des.) Yawn.
— Donald Robertson :
umb/ello 
mu/ic
(From page 9) 
would've felt rather bemused, to say the least. 
If they'd witnessed Whirlywirld's 
development (between last October, when 
the single was recorded, and now), they 
might've found it easier coming to terms with 
them, but the way things stand, the audience 
is immediately confronted with a group 
playing some very esoteric and ultimately 
inaccessible music.
Ironically enough, Whirlywirld's best 
moments on stage were with their older songs
— like Win or Lose, which Ollie originally 
wrote before he joined the Young Charlatans
— and these were the ones that drew the best 
audience reaction. Inexplicably, the group 
has dropped these songs — Ollie maintains 
they've been put into 'cold storage' until 
Whirlywirld have the opportunity to record 
them for an album — and that'll probably do 
nothing but make them more remote.
Ollie's songwriting has 'progressed' to the 
point where it's not only almost beyond their 
audiences, but also the group itself . This isn't 
a problem Whirlywirld can't resolve within 
themselves — it's just a matter of time — but it 
does mean that they should be making 
concessions to their audience ■— by covering 
their old, as well as new, material — just so 
that they too can 'catch up'.
Surely Whirlywirld mustn't regress, but at 
the same time they can't afford to over-step 
the mark. What's called for, I, suppose, is 
discretion, but unfortunately that's a word 
that doesn't seem to enter Ollie's vocabulary.
Hopefully their second single will do 
something to lessen the gap between their 
ambition, their abilities, and their audience.
Because although Whirlywirld are one of the 
best groups in this country, with the potential 
to be even better, unless they soon accept the 
realities of 'survival' they'll face the very real 
possibility of simply being left out in the cold. 
And that will be a loss to us all.
— Clinton Walker
Upstairs,
Cnr. Frome and Bundle Sts., 
City.
ADELAIDE'S SECOND­
HAND RECORD STORE. 
We buy your unwanted 
records and tapes. See us 
now for the best price 
in town.
P t k i H  I N U L k t N D E N T  
SINGLES IN STOCK
Scientists — "Frantic Romantic 
Manikins — ‘‘Premonition"
SURVIVE THE DEPRESSION
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This month's competition prizes are twelve (count 'em!) 
autographed copies of the new Mi-Sex album, Graffiti 
Crimes, courtesy of CBS Records. All ya have to do is 
provide a caption to the above photo. What is'singer 
Steve Gilpin saying to bass player. Don Martin? Send 
your entries to Roadrunner Mi-Sex competition, P.O. 
Box 90, Eastwood, S.A. 5063.
The answers to the Dr. Feelgood competition last month 
were: a) (Who was the original Dr. Feelgood guitarist 
and what band did he form after leaving the Feelgoods?) 
Wilko Johnson and Solid Senders; b) (Who was the 
ex-Feelpoods road m.-tnager v.'ho formed Stiff Records 
and later Radar Fiecords?) Jake Riviera, a .k .a . An­
drew Jakem an; c) (Name onF'e-ther band who come 
from Southend, hdm.e of tlie Ff't-lgoods) Any one of 
Eddie and The Hot Rods, Kursaal Flyers, Lew Lewis 
Reformer, Mickey Jupp's Legend.
The two winners (drawn out ot a hat) were Chris Rienits, 
Rous Rd., Alstonville, N.S.W., and Nick Jackson ot 7/27 
Byron St., Coogee, N.S.W. They will receive their 
prizes, courtesy ot Festival Records, in the next two 
weeks.
IN  ASSOCIATION W ITH FIASCO PROMOTEONS
presents
TH E BOYS N E X T  DOOR
Supported b y
LEMMY
CAUTION
U-BOMBS
UPSTAIRS
BURNSIDE
TOWN
HALL
FULL BAR 
FACnJUES
FRIDAY 28TH SEPTEMBER 8 P.M.
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ACE PRESENTS
RY COODER
with DAVID UNDLEY
a
Two o f  Am erica’s finest guitarists /  multi-instrumentalists 
play ing together fo r  the first and perhaps only time.
'ney Regent Theatre Friday Septem ber 28  & Saturday September 2 
Canberra -  Canberra Theatre Sunday Septem ber 30
Adelaide Festival Theatre Saturday October 6 
Melbourne Palais Theatre Monday October 8 
Brisbane Festival Hall Tuesday October 11 
Newcastle Civic Theatre Sunday October 14
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